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Ecce Spectaculum dignum, ad quod reſpiciat, intentus 
operi ſuo, Deus ! Ecce par Deo dignum, vir fortis 
cum mala fortuni compotiius ! Non video, inguam, 
quid habeat in terris Jupiter pulchrius, ſi convertere ' 
animum velit, quam ut ſpectet Catonem, jam parti- 
bus non ſemel fractis, nihilominus inter ruinus publi- 
cas erectuin. 
SEN. de Divin. Pro. 
LONDON 
Printed and fold by H. Wnirwok rn, No. 3, Play. N 
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Written by Mr. POPE. 


Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


TO wake the ſoul by tender ſt roles of art, 

To raiſe the Genius, and to mend the heart, 
Te make mankind in conſcious virtue bold, 

Live g er each ſcene and be what they behold : 
For this the tragic Muſe firft trod the flag e, 
Commanding tears to fiream through ev'ry age; 
Tyrant no more their ſavage nature kept, 

And foet to virtue wonder d how they uh. 
Our author fhuns by vg ar ſprings to nuove 

The hero's glory or the virgin's love; 

In pitying love we but cur weakneſs ſhew, 

And wild ambition well deſerves its wor. | 
Here tears ſhall flow from'a mere gen'rous cauſe, 
Suck tears as 1 ſhed for dying law; ; 

He bids your breafti with ancient ardour wiſe, 
Ard call: forth Roman drop: from Britiſh eyes. 
Virtue confeſt d in human ſhape he draws, 
What Plato thought, and god-like Cato wa 
No common object to your ſight diſplays, _ 
Bu what with pleaſure Heav'n itſelf - ſurveys ; 


A brave man ſtruggling in the florms of fate, 


And greatly falling with a falling late 
Mile Cato gives his little ſenate da ib, 
What boſom beats not in hit country's cauſe ? 
HV ho ſees him act, but envies ev'ty deed ? 


Who heazs him groan, and does not wiſh to bleed f | 


Ev'n when proud Ceſar midſt triumphal car, 
The ſpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, - 
In:bly vain, and impotently great, 


e A Rome her Cato's figure drawn in ftate, 


Ai her dead Father's rev'rend i mage paſt, 

The pomp was darken'd and the day o ercaſt, 

The triumph cear'd—Tear: gufh'd from ev'ry eye, 
The world's great viftor 1 unliecded by ; 

Her laſt good man dej ected Rome ador d, 


An konour'd Czlar't leſs than Cato's ſword, 
| A 2 


Britnt 
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Britons attend: Be worth like this approv'd, 

Aud flew gouttave the virtue to be mp 

Hith honeft ſcorn the firff fam d Cato view'd 

Rome learning arti from Greece, whom ſhe ſubdu'd : 

Our ſcent | cartoufly" fubfifts dos long | 

On French tranſlation and romp”. : 5 

Dare to have ſenſe yburſa ves; aſſert the tage. 

Be juſtly warm'd uim your own nati ve rage. 


- Such plays alone oui piaaſe a Britiſh aar, 


A, Cato's ſelf had not diſduin d to hear, 
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Perſons Repreſented, 
Drury-Lane, 1785. 
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CATI O, | ; | 1 
Portius, r Mr. Palmer. 
Marcus, | Sons of Cato, vc Brereton, 
].ucius, R | ; . Packer. 
Sempronius, Sena toto, Mir. Barrymore. 
Juba, Prince of Numidia, Mr. Benniſter, jun, 


Syphax, General of the Numidians, Mr. feln. 
Decius, Ambaſfator from Cefar, Mr. Chaptin, 


WOMEN, 
Marcia, Daughter to Cato;  ' Mrs. Ward, 
Lucia, Daughter to Lucius, Miſs E. Kemble, 


- 


Scene, A large Hall in the Governor's Palace of 
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er n SCENE L 
PORTIUS, MARCUS. 


POKTIUS, 


HE dawn is over-caſt, the morning low'rs, 
| And heavily in clouds brings on the day ; 


The great, th' important day, big with the fate 
Of Cato and of Rome-——our father's death 
Would fill up all the guilt of civil war, 
And cloſe the ſcene of blood. Already Caeſar 
Has ravag'd more than half the globe, and ſees 
Mankind grown thin by his deftruttive ſword ;. 
Should he go further numbers would be wanting 
To form new battles, and ſupport his crimes, 
Ye gods, what havock does ambition make 
Among your works. | 

Marc. Thy fteidy temper, Portius, 

Can look on guilt, rebellion, fraud, and Caeſar, 
In the calm lights of mild philofophy 3 - 
Im tortur'd ev'n to madneſs, when |:think 
On the proud victor: ev'ry time he's nam'd 
Pharſalia rifes to my view ! I ſee _ 
Th” infulting tyrant prancing o'er the tield 


- 


Sicow'd with Rome's citizens, and drench'd in ſlaughter, 


His horſe's hoofs wet with Parricias blood 
Oh, Portius, is there not ſome choſen turſe, 
Some hidden thunder in the ftares of heav'n, 
Red with uncommon wrath, to blaſt ihe man 
Who owes his greaineſs to his country's ruin. | 
| 79 A'3 Por, 
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Por, Believe me, Marcus, tis an impious greatneſs, 
And mix'd with too much horror, to be envy'd: . 
How does the luftre of our father's actions, 
Through the dark cloud of ills that cover him, 

| Break out, and burn with more triumphant brightneſs ! 

4 His ſuff rings ſhine, and ſpread a glory round him; 
Greatly unfortunate, be fights the caufe | 
Of honour, virtue, liberty, and Rome, 

His ſword ne'er fell but on the guilty head: 
Oppretfion, tyranny, and pow 'r uſurp'd, 
Draw all the vengeance of his arm upon em. 
Marc. Who knows not this? But what can Cate de 
Againſt a world, a baſe degen'rate world, 
T oat court the yoke, and bows the neck to Car; 
Pent up in Utica he vainly forms . 
A poor epitome of Ryman greatneſs, 
| And cover'd with Numidian guards, directs 
A feeble army, and an empty ſenate, 
Remnants.of mighty battles fought in vain, . 
By heav'ns, ſuch virtues, join'd with ſuch ſucceſs, 

Diſtract my very ſoul: our father's fortune 
Weard almoſt te mpt us to renounce his precepts. 

| Por, Remember what our father oft have told us: 

1 The ways of heav'n ard dark and intricate ; 
| Puzzled in mazes, and perplex'd with errors, 

N Our underſtanding traces em in vain. 1 
Loſt and bewilder d in the fruitleſs ſearch ; 

Nor ſees with how much art tie windings run, 

Nor where the regular confuſion ends. 
Marc. Yheſe are ſuggeſtions of a mind at calc : 
Oh, Portius, didft thou taſte half the griefs 

| That wring my ſoul, thou could'R not talk thus coldiy, 

1 Paſſion unpity'd, and unſucceſsleſy love, 

1 Plant daggeis in my heart, and aggravate _ 

5 My other griefs. Were but my 3 kind! 

1 Por. Thou ſec'ſt not thai thy brother is thy rival: 
| But I muſt hide it, for 1 know thy temper, — [Afar 

Now, Marcus, now, thy virtue's on the proof: 
| Put forth thy utmoſt Rrength, work ev'ry nerve, 
[i And call up all thy father in thy foul : * 


Jo quell the tyrant love, and guard thy heart 
In his weak fide, where moſt our nature fails, TO 
ou 


3 f 
K * A wy : 
. bi 

* 


. * g * $ ! * (4 , N * . , 
1 + : 1 ö g ) . : , Y N 3 bs, . " 9 * 4 
5 % VN 4 19 k 18 ; Es 11 tag 1 4. 4 0 % , | 2 ; yg a a | * L TY * 16 "Q 
eee BRO ene ah, UTE YE 
34. \ 1 4 1 WF OE 4 5. "” 10 A 4 FIN 1 e 4 i ” * ; 
OSU be . +a rea . a} . 4. 1 


Og 4 6’ „ 6— ea F O 2— — — * — - — — — —¾H 


= 


G Al T, O. 


Would be a conqueſi worthy Caro's ſon, 
Marc. Portius, the caunſel which I cannot take, 
Inftead of healing, but upbraids my weakneſs. 
Bid me for honour plunge into a war ” 
Of thickeſt foes, and ruſh on certain death, 
Then ſhalt thou ſee that Marcus is not flow 
To follow glory, and confels his father. 
Love is not to bereaſon'd down; ot loſt 
in high ambition, and a thirit of greatneſs; 
is ſecond life, it grows into the foul, 
Warms ev'ry vein, and beats in ev'ry pulſe, 
i feel it here: my refolution melts 
Por. Behold young Fuba, the Numidian prince! 
With how much care-he forms himſelf to glory, 
And breaks the fierceneſs of his native temper, 
To copy out our father's bright exainple. 
He loves our ſiſtet Marcia, greatly loves her, 
His eyes, bis looks, his actions all betray ii; 
But fill the ſmother'd fondneſs burns within, him; 
When moſt it ſwells, and labours for a vent, 
The ſenſe of honour and defire of fame | l 
Drive the big paſſion back into his heart. 
What! Welk an Africen, ſhall Fuba's heir 
Reproach great Cate“ ſon, and ſhew the world 
A virtue wanting in a Reman's foul ? f 
Marc. Poritus, no mare! your words leave filings 
Whene'er did Fube, or did Portius, ſhew _ 
A virtue that has caſt me at a diftance, 
And thrown me out in the purſuits of honour !. 
Por, Marcus, I know thy gen tous temper well ; 
Fling but th! appearance of ditkonour on it, 
It trait takes tire, and mounts into a blaze, 
Marc. A brother's fuff 'r ings claim a brother's pity, 
Por. Heav'n knows I pity thee : bebold my eyes 
Ev'a whilft I fpeak—do they not ſwim with tears? 
Were but my heart as naked to thy view, 
Marcus would fee it bleed in his behalf; , | | 
Marc, Why then doſt treat me with rebukes, inſtead 
Of kind condoling cares, and friendly ſorrow | | 
Par, O, Marcus, did I know the way toeaſe 
Thy troubled heart, and mitigate thy pains, 
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Marcus, believe me, I could die to do it. 


Marc. Thou beſt of brothers, and thou beſt of vs 
Pardon a weak diſtemper'd ſoul, that ſwells 
With ſudden guſts, and ſinks as ſoon in calms, 
The ſport of paſſions : but Semprinius comes : 
He muſt not tind this ſoftneſs hanging on me, Exit, 


SCENE: IT. 


Enter Scmpronius. 


Semp. Conſpiracies no ſooner ſhou'd be form -d 
Than executed. What means Portius here ? 
1 like not that cold youth. I muſt diſſemble, 
And ſpeak a language foreign to my heart, L Aſide, 


Sempronit, Portis, 


Good-morrow, Portius / let us once embrace, 
Once more embrace, whilft yet are we both free, 
To-morrow ſhould we thus expreſs our ſriendik ip, 
Each might.” ie a ſlave into his arms. 
This ſung pets, this morning ſun's the laft, 
That &er ſhall rife on Roman liberty. 
Por. My father has this morning call'd together 
To this poor hall, his little Reman ſenate, 
(The leavings of Plarſalia) to conſult 
If yet he can oppoſe the mighty torrent 
That bears down Rome, and all her gods — -4gh it; 
Or Na at length give up the world to Caę 
Semp. Not all the pomp and majeſty of wa 
Can raiſe her ſenate more than Cars's preſence. 
on virtues render our afſembly awful, . 
firike with ſomething like religious fear, 
make ev'n Caeſar tremble at the head 


of armies fluſt'd with conqueſt; O, my Por iur, 


Could 1 but call that wond'rous man my father, 
Wou d but ihy ſiſter Marcia be propitious- 
To thy friend's vows, I might be bleft indeed! 

Por. Alas! Semproniut, would'ft thou talk of love 

o Marcia, whilft her father's life's in danger? 

ou might as well court the pale trembling veſtal, 
When ſbe beholds the holy ſtames expiring. 

Semp. The more 1 ſee the wonders of thy race, 


2 
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The mote I'm charm'd. Thou muſt take hee; wy 
Paruiu! ' / Ti panes Foy 


The world bas all its eyes on Catos ſon. 
Thy father's merit ſets thee up to view, 
Ard ſhews-thee in the faireſt point of light, 
To make thy virtues, or thy faults corfpicuous. 
Por. Well det thou ſeem to check my ling'ring here 
On this important hour— 'H ſtrait away, | | 
And while the fathers of the ſenate meet 


In cloſe debate to weigh th* events of WwWarr, 
1M animate the faldiers drooping courage, - 
Il thunder in their ears their country's cauſe, | 


And try to rouſe up all that's Roman in em, 
'Tis not in mortals to command ſucceſs ; 


But we'll do more, . Semproniur, well deſerve it, ¶ Exit, 


Sempronius jolur © 

Curſe on the firipling, how-he apes bis ſe ? 
Ambitiouſly ſententious— But I wonder ; 
Old Syphax comes not; his Numidian gevius ' 
Is well diſpos'd-to-miſchief, were he prompt, 
And eager on it, but he muſt be fours, z 
And ev ry moment qulcken d io the courfe, - 
— Cato has us d me ill; he has refus'd 
His daughter Marcia to my ardent vows, 
Befides, his baffled arms and tuin d cauſe 
Arc bars to my ambition. Cacſar's ſaveur, ; 
That how'rs down greatneſs on his frien'ls, will-raiſe wt 
To Rome's firſt honours, "If I give up Ca 
I claim in wy rewatd his captive daughter. MO 
But Sy Ha ο e e 


SCENE III. 


Syphax, Sempranius, | | 
Ss, Sempronigts all is zeady. [2 = 
I've toundedthe Numidians, man by man, | 
And find them ripe for à revglt; they all 
Contain albu of Cais's diſcipline, 
Audit but the command to change their mailer, 
Seh. Believe me, Hax, there's no tiaic 10 mal : 
Ev'n 
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| 0 Ev'n whilft we ſpeak our conqueror comes on, 
| And gathers ground upon us ev'ry moment. 
Alas! thou know'ft not Caeſar's active ſoul, 
With what a dreadful courſe he ruſhes on 
From war to war! In vain has nature form'd 
Mountains and oceans to oppoſe his paſſage ; 
He bounds o'er all, vitorious in his march : 
The Alp: and Pyreneant fink before him, | 
Through winds aud waves, and ſtormy he works his way, 
Impatient for the batile ; one day more 
Will ſet the victor thund'ring at our gates. 
But tell me, haſt thou yet drawn o'er young J.? 
| That ſtill would recommend thee more to {.az/ar, 

| And challenge better term. 

| N f. Alas I he's loft, MB 259 £1 5 9 | 

| He's loft, Sempronius ; all his thoughts are full 

Of Caro's virtues— But I'll try once more, 
| 1 ev*ry inſtant I expect bim bere 
9 f yet Ican ſubdue thoſe Rtubborn principles 
| Qt faith, of bonour, and 1 know not what, 
1 hat have corrupted his Numidi an temper, 

| And ſtruck th' infection into all his foul. _ 
| Semp. Be fure, to preſs upon him ev'ry; motive. 


— 
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| Fuba's ſurrender, fince his father's death, 
ö Would give up Africa imo Ceefar's hands, 
1 And make him lord of half the burning zone. 
Spy. But is it true, Sempronius, that your ſenate 
| Is call'd together? Gads ! thou muſt be cautious ! 
* Cato has piercing eyes, and will diſcern 
q Our frauds, unleſs they re cover'd thick with art. 
3 Semp. Let me alone, good Syphax, I'll concca! 
| | My thoughts in paſſion (is the ſureſt way:) 
| I'll bellow out for Rome, and for my country, 
And mouth at Caeſar, till I ſhake the ſenate. 
Your cold hypocriſy's a ftale device, -  _ 
A worn-out trick: would'ſt thou be thought in cer 
Clothe thy feign'd zeal in rage, in fire, in fur) 
Syyk. In troth, thou'rt able to infiruct grey ais, 
An teach the wily African deceit ! 
Hemp. Once more be ſure to try thy ſkill on Fuba. 
Mean while I' haſten to my Roman ſoldiers, 


Inflame the mutiay, and underhand * 


1 


Blow up their di contents, till they brea k out 
Unlook d for, and diſcharge themſelves on Caro, 
Remember, Syphax, we muſt work in bafte : 

© think what anxious moments paſs between 
The birth of plots, and their loſt fatal periods. 
Oh ! "tis a dreadful interval of time, 

Fill'd up with horror all, and big with death 
Deftruftion hangs on ev ry word we ſpeak, 


11 


Cn cv'ry thought, till the concluding ſtroke 


Deterwines all, and cloſes our defign. 


Bp Syphan, ſolu. 
n try it yet I can reduce to reaſon TR 
This headftrong youth, and make him ſpurn at Cate, 
The time is ſhort, Caeſar comes ruſting on u 
But bold! young Juba ſecs me, and approaches, 


SCENE 1V. 
| Jaba, Syphax, 

Fub, Syphax, I Joy to meet thee thus alone. 
dave obſerv'd of late thy looks are fall'n, 
O'ercaft with gloomy cares and diſcontent; 
Tien tell me, Syphax, I conjure thee, tell me, 
What are the thoughts that knit thy brow in frowns, 
And turn thine eye thus coldly on thy Prince? 

eh. 'Tis not my talent to conceal my thoughts, 
{Or carry Tmiles and ſun-ſhine in my Jace, 

When diſcontent fiis heavy at my heart; 
have not yet ſo much the Roman in me, 

745, What doft thou caſt out ſuch ungen'rous terms 
Again the lords and fov*reigns of the world? | 
Voß thou not fee mark ind fall down before them, 
And own the force of their ſuperior virtue? | 
Is there a nation in the wilds of Afric, | 
Amilft our barten rocks, and burning ſands, _ 

Thi dots not tremble at the Roman name? 
SA. Gods ! where's the worth that {cis theſe, p 
Above your own Numidia s tawny ſon h 
Uo they with tougher ſinews bend the bow? 
In flies the jav'lin ſwifter to its mark, 
"gud from the vigour of a Reman arm ? 


* 


Who 
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Who like aur active African infirufts 1 1 
6 The fiery. Reed, and trains him to bis hand? 
| Or guides in troops, eee 
Loaden with war ?- theſę, thoſe, are arts, * Prince, 
| In which aur Zama does not ſkaop to Nome. 
| | Tub. Theſe are virtues of | a meaner rank, 
# Pei tections that are placd in bones and-acrves, 
| | A Roman ſoul is bent on higher views:: 
To civilize the rude unpoliſh d ort 
And lay it under the reraint-of bus; 


nf To make man mild, and. ſociable to _; 
To cultivatethe wild lireatious favage 
With wiſdom, diſcipline; ah4YbPral arts, - | 
Tb embelliſhments of liſe: virtue Micewhef 
Make human nature ſhine, reform the ſoul, 
And break our fierce barbatiurs ini-mdg.” | 
| Hl. Patience kind heav'ns Fuß an old man's 
| | warmh; 1 e . 
| What are thoſe wond'rous eivilizing arts, 
This Rom an poliſh, and this impoth haviour, 
That render man thus tractable nad tame?. 
Are they not only to le guiſe out paons Ati 
To ſet our looks at variance with our thoughts, 
To check the ftarts and falties of the feul, _ 
Ant break off all its commerce wich the tongue ; 
| In ſhort to change us into ether creatures, 
| Than what büf nature ant the 1 d: us ? 
FJub. To ſtrike thet dumb: turn by eyes to Cat 
There may'ſt thou fee to What 4 god. li f height 
The Roman virtues lift up mortal mann 
While good, and juſt, and anxious for bis friends, 
He's ftill ſeverely bent againtt himfelf, 
Renoincing fleep, and reft, and food, and eaſe, | 
He ftrives with thirft and hunger, toll and heat, 
1 And when his fortune ſets before him all 
[ | The pomps © and pleafures, tHat his \6ul' cap vin, 
| His rigid virve will actept 'of none. 
„Betleve me, lice, .Mhere's.; oof ar # ai ican 
That traverſes out Va Numidfan deſerts 
In queſt of prey, and lives s pomp his how,” 
But better praQtiſes thefe baaked virtues, * 
Ks are his _ tte kottune of he chace, 


— * 
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Amid the running ſtre am he flicks his thitſt, * 
Toils all the day, and at th' approach of night 
On the firſt friendly bank he throws him down, 
Or retts his head upon a rock till mors ; 
Then riſes freſh, purfues his wonted game, 
And if the following day he chance to tind 
A new repaft, or an untaſted fpring, 
Blefſes bis ſtars, and thinks it luxur 7. 
Fub. Thy prejudices, Syphax, wont diſcerr 
What virtues grow from ignorance and choice, 
Nor how the hero differs from the brute. 
But grant that others cou'd, with equal 800. 
Leok down on pleaſures, and the baits of Yenſc ; 
Where will we find the man that bears affliction, 
Great and majeſtic in his griefs, like Cato? I 
Heavens! with what ſtrength, what ſteadineſs of mind, 
He triumphs in the midſt of all his ſuff rings! 
How does he rife again a load of woes, | | 
And thank the gods that throw the weight upon him! 
yk. Tis ptide, ratik pride, and haughtineſs of foul r 
| think the Romans call it Stoiciſm. 2 
Had not your royal father thought ſo highly 
Of Roman virtue, or of Cato's cauſe, | 
| He had not fall'n by a flave's hand inglorious; 
Nor would his laughter'd army now have lain 
On Afric ſands, disfigur'd, by their wounds, 
To gorge the wolves and vultures of Numidia. 
Fub, Why doſt thou call my ſorrows up afreſh? ?: 
My father's name brings tears into my eyes. | 
Hh. Ob ! that youd profit by your tather's ills ! 
Fub. What wouldft thou have me do? 
p. Abandon Cato, 
Jah. Syphax, I ſhould be more than twice an orphan 
By ſich a loſs, | 
yy ph, Ay, there's the tie that binds you! 
You long to call him father. Marcia's charms . 
Work in your heart unſeen, and plead, for Cate, 
No wonder you are deaf to all 1 ſay, 
Jub. Syphax, your zeal becomes importunate; 
Pvc hitherto permitted it to rave 
And talk at large; but learn to keep it in, | 
Leſt it thould take more * than I'll give it. 


Yph, 


| 

| 
ll. 
i 
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Syph, Sir, your father never us'd me thus, 
Alas, he's dead! but can you &er forget 
The tender ſorrow, and the pangs of nature, 
The fond embraces, and repeated bleſſings, 
Which you drew from him in your laft farewel ? 
Still muſt 1 cheriſh the dear, ſad remembrance, 
At once to torture and to pleaſe my ſoul : 
The good old = at parting wrung my hand, 
(His yes brim full of tears) then ſighing cry'd, 


Pr'uthee be careful of my fon —— his grief 


So clled vp fo high he could not utter more. 
Jub. Alas! thy ftory melts away my foul : 


That beſt of Bthers | bow ſhall 1 diſcharge 


The gratitude and duty which I owe him | 
$yph. By laying up his councils in your heart. 
Fab. His councils bid me yield to thy directions; 

Then, Syphax, chide me in ſevereft terms, 

Vent all thy paſſions, aud I'll Rand the ſhock, 

Calm ard untuffle as a ſummer fea, | | 

Wien not a breath of wind flies o'er its ſurface. 

„th. Als! my prince, I'd guide you to your ſaicty 
Zub, I du believe thou wou'dit ; but tell me tow ? 
Syph. Fly from the fate that follows Cae/ar's iocs. 
Fub, My tather fcorn'd to do it. 

i. And therefore dy'd. 

Jub. Better to die ten thouſand thouſand deaths 

Than wound my honour. | 

. Syph. Rather ſay your love. . | 
Jab. Syphax. I've promis'd to preferve my temper, 


* 


 Woy wilt thou unge me to confeſs 2 flame 


long have ftifled, and would fain conceal ? 
SH. Believe me, prince, tho hard to conquer love, 

'Tis eaſy to divert and break its force. 

Abſcace might cure it, or 4 ſecond miftrets 

Light up another flame and put out this. 

The glowing dames of Zama's royal court 

Have faces flutht with more exalted charms ; 

The fun that rolls his chariot o'er their heads, 

Works Up more fre aud colour in their cheeks : 

Were you with cheſe, my prince, you'd ſoon forget 

The pale, untipen'd beauties of the mtb. 
Pub, Tis nota ict of features or complexion, 
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The tincture of a ſẽ in that I admire, 
Beauty foon grows familiar in the lover, _ 
Fades in his eye, and palls pon the ſenſe, 
The virtuous Marcia tow rs above her fex : 
Irue, the is fair, (Oh, how divinely fair !) 
But fill the lovely maid improves her charins, 
With inward greatnefs, unaffetted wiſdom, 
Aud ſanctity of manners. Care's foul 
Shines out in every thing ſhe acts or ſpeaks, 

While whining mildneſs and attractive ſmiles 
Ducli in her looks, and, wah becoming grace, 
Soſten the rigour of her father s virtuzs. 

yoph, How does your tongue grow wanton in her 

praiſe ' 
But on my knees I beg vou wou'd confider=— 
Enter Marcia and Lucia, 
ah. Hah ! Syphax, is't not ſhe—ſhs moves this way; 

At 10 with her Lucia, Lucius's tair daug hter. 
My heart beats thick -I pr'ythee, & 5% 1x, leave me. 

E. Teh thouſand curſes faſten on them both ! 
| Now will this woman with a bngle glance 
Uno what I've been lab'ring all this while, [ Exit, 


SCENE: V, 
Juba, Marcia, Lucia. 


ub, Hail, charming maid | | how does thy beauty 
ImOoth 
The face of war, and wake en horror ſmile | 
Atfipht of thee my heart ſhales off its forrows ; 
feel dawn of joy break in upon me, 
A'\ tora while forget th approach of Caeſar, 
er. I ſhould be griev'd, young prince, to think my 
preſence 
ent your thoughts, and flacken'd *em to arms, 
We warm with laughter, our vittorious foc 
{ire tens aloud, and calls you to the field. 
„ O, Marcia, let me hope thy kind concern 
Arr 18 wiſhes follow me to battle 
1b e thought ill give new vigour io Ay arm, 
Add lirength and weight to my deſcending word, 
And drive it in a tempeſt on the fo. 
E 2 Mer. 
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Mar. My pray'rs and wiſhes always (ball atten: 
The triends of Keme, the glorious cauſe of virtue, 
And men approv'd of by gods and Cato. 
| FJub. That F:uba may deſerve thy pious cares, 
| i 'Ipaze for ever on thy godlike father, 
| Tranſplanting, one by one, into my life, 
His bright perfections, till I ſhine like him. 
. Mar. My father, never sta time like th 19 
Would lay out his great foul in words, and nate 
| Such precious moments. 
| Fub. Thy reproots are juſt ; 
Thou virtuous maid ; II haiten to my troops, 
And fire their languid foul with Cat's virtue. 
It e'er ! lead them to the field, when all 
Tre war fhall Rand tang'd in its juft array, 
And drezdful pomp, then will I think on ther 
i O lovely maid ! then will Ithink on thee | 
| And in the ſhock of charging boftts, femember 
What glorious deeds ſhould grace the man, who hop 
For Marcie love. (Exit, 


SCENE VI. 
Lucia, Marcia. 
Luela. Marcia, you're too ſevere: 
How could you chide the young good-natur'd prince, 
And drive him from you with ſo ftern an air, 
A prince that loves and dotes on you to death ! 
| Mar. Tis therefore, Lucia, that | chide him from me, 
His air, his voice, his looks, his honeſt foul, 
- Speak all ſo movingly in his bchalf, 
| I dare not truſt mvſcif to hear him talk. 
| Luc. Why will you fight againſt ſo ſweet a paiſion, 
q | And ſteel your heart to ſuch a world of charms ? 
I Mar. How, Lucia, would'ft thou have me fink 3y 
In pleaſing dreams, and lofe my ſelf in ey 
q When ev'ry moment Cato's life's at take * 
| Caeſar comes arm'd with terror and revenge, 
1 And aims his thunder at my father's : head: 
| Should not the fad occſin ſwallow up 
\F My other cares, and draw them all into it ? 
_ | Luc, Why have not this conflancy of mind, 
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Who have fo many griefs to try its force ? . 


Sure, nature form'd me for her fofreſt mould, 
Enfecbled all my ſoul with tender paſſions, 


And funk me ev'n below my on weak ſex ; 


Pity and love by turns oppreſs my heart. 
Mar. Lucia, diſburthen all thy cares on me, 
And let me {bare thy moſt retir'd diftcefs: 
Tell me who raifes up this conflict in thee ? 
Lac. I need not bluſh to name them, when I tell thee 


They're Martia's brother's, and the ſons of Cats! 


Mar. They both behold thee with their fifter's eves, * 
And often have reveal d their paſſion to me, 
But tell me whoſe addreſs thou fav'reſt mot ? 
I long to know, and yet dread to hear it, 
Luc, Which is it Marcia wiſhes for? 
Mas. For neither S 
And yet for both The youths have cqual ſhare 
In Marcia's wiſhes, and divide their fitter: 
But tell me, which of the m is Lucia's choice? 
Luc. Marcia, they are both high in wy gſteem, 
But in my love Why wilt thou make me name him 
Thou know'ft it is a blind and fooliſh paſſion; 
Pleas d and difguſted with it knows nat hat- 
Mar. O Lucia, I am perplex'd, O tell me which 
| muſt hereafter call my happy brother ? 
Luc. Suppoſe 'twere Portius, could you blame wy 
choice? . | 
O Portius, thou haſt ſtol'n away my ſoul * 
With what a grateful tend-rnefs he loves 
And breathes the ſofteſt, the fincereft vows ! 
Complacency, and truth, and manly ſweetneſs 
Dwell ever on his tongue, and ſmooth his thong! ts, 
Marcus is over-warin, his fond complaints 
Have fo much earncftnefs and paſſion in them, 
I hear him with a ſecret kind of horror, 
And tremble at his vehemence of temper. 


Mar, Alas, poor youth! how can'ft thou throw him 


from thee ? 
Lucia, thou know ft not half the love he bears thee ? 
Waiene'er he ſpeaks of thee, his Heart's in flames, 
ic ſends out all his foul in every word, | 


And thinks, and talks, and looks like one tranſported, 
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Unhappy youth ! How will thy coldneſs raiſe 
Tempeſts and ſtorms in his afflicted boſom ! 
I dread the conſequence, 


lt Luc. You ſecm to plead 
| |, Again your brother Port! us, 
Mar. Heav'n forbid ! 
Had Portius been the unſucceſsful lover, 
The fame compaſſion would have fallen on him, 
Luc. Was ever virgin love diſtreſt like mine 4 
Portius himfelf oft falls in tears before me, 
As if he mourn'd his rival's ill ſucceſs, 
Then bids me hide the motions of my heart, 
Nor ſhew which way it turns. So much he fears 
The fad effects it would have on Marcur. 
Mar. He knows too well how ezfy he's fit 4, 
And would not plunge his brother in deſpair, 
But waits for happier times and kinder moments, 
Luc. Alas, two late I find myſelf involv'd 
| In endleſs priefs, and labyrinth of woe, 
Born to afflit my Marcia's family, 
And ſow diſſention in the hearts of brothers; 
'T ormenting thought ! it cuts into my foul. 
Aar. Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our ſorrows, 
But to the gods permit the event of things. 
Our lives, diſcolout d with our preſent woes, 
| May fill grow bright, and ſmile with happier hours, 
* So the pure limpid ſtream, when foul with ſtains 
| Of ruſbiny torrents, and deſcending rains, 
Works itfelf clear, and, as it runs, retnes, 
| Till by degrees the floating mirror ſhines, 
Reflects each flower that on the border grows, | 
And a new heaven in its fair boſom foows, [EAC 
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The SENATE, 
| ' SEMPRONIVS, | 
ROM E ſtill ſurvives in this aſſembled ſenate 


. Let us remember we are Cate's friends, | 
18 | And att like men uho claim that glorious tile, 


r 


Luc. Cato will ſoon be here and open to us 
The occaſion of our mecting. Hark! he comes! 
| | A found of trumpetr, 
May all the guardian gods of Rome direct bio ! 
Enter Cato. wo | 
Cato. Fathers, we once again are met in council; 
Cæſar's approach bas ſummon'd us together, 
And R:me attends her fate from our reſolves : 
How ſhall we treat this bold aſpiring man ? | 
gucceſs ſtill follows him, and backs his crimes : 
Plar/alio gave him Rome, Egypt has fince 
Receiv'd his yoke, and the whole Nile is Cz/ar's. 
Why ſhould I mention Fuba's overthrow, 
And Shi death ? Numidia's burning ſands 
Still ſmoak with blood. Tis time we ſhould decree 
el courſe to take, Our faces advance on us, 
| And envies us even Lybia's ſultry deſarts. 
Fathers, Pronounce your thoughts, are they ſtill fixt 
Jo bold it out, and fight it to the laft ? 
r are your hearts ſubdu'd at length, and wrought 
By time, and ill ſucceſs to a ſubmiſſion? 
\-mprontus, ſpeak. . 
| S$-mp. My voice is ftil} for war. 
Gods, can a Reman ſenate long debate 
E Which of the two to chooſe, flav'ry or death? 
| No, let us rife at once, gird on our ſwords, 
| And at the head of our remaining troops, 
E Atack the foe, break through the thick array | 
& Of his throng'd legions, and charge home upon him, 
| Perhips ſome arm, more lucky than the reſt, 
May reach his heart, and free the world from bondage, 
| Riſe, tathers, riſe ? Mis Rome demands your help; 
and cevenge her flaughter'd citizens, 
hace their fate! the corps of half her ſenate _ 
& Mauure the field of Theſſaly, while we 
It bers delib'rating in cold debates, 
Ive ſhould ſacrihce our lives to honour, 
Oc wear them out in ſervitude and chains. 
| RNoule up for ſhame | our brothers of Phurſalia 
| Point at their wounds, and cry aloud ta batite ! 
Great Pompey's ſhade complains that we are flow, 
And gethie's ghoſt walks unceveng'd amongſt us 


Cato, 
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Cate. Let not a torrent of impetuous zeal 
Tranſport thee thus beyond the bounds of reaſon: 
True fortitude is feen in great exploits 
That juſtice warrants, and that wiſdom guides, 
All elſe is tow'ring frenzy and diftrattion. 

Are not the lives of thoſe who draw the ſword 

In R:me's defence intruſted to our care ? 
Should we thus lead them to 2 field of ſlaughter 
igt not the impartial world with reafon ſay 
We laviſh'd at our deaths the blood of thouſands, 
To grace our fall, and make our ruin glorious ? 
Lucius, we next would know what's your opinion. 

Luc. My thoughts I muſt confeſs, are turn'd on peace. 
Alteady have our q arrels filPd the world 
With widows and with orphans ; Scythia mourns 
Our guilty wars, and earth's remoteft regions 
T.ic half unpeopled by the feuds of Rome 
* Lis time to theath the ſword, and ſpare mankind, 

It is not Czſar, but the gods, my fathers, 

The gods declare againſt us, and repel 

Our vain attempts. To urge the foe to batile, 
(Prompted by blind revenge and wild deſpair) | 
Were to refuſe th' awards of Providence, | 
And not torreft in heaven's determination. £2 
Already have we ſhewn our love to Rome, 
Now let us thew ſubmiſſion to the gods. 
We 1ook up arms, not to revenge ourfelves, 
But free the commonwealth ; when this end fils, | } 
Arms have no further uſe : our country's cauſe, 

That drew our ſwords, now wrieft 'em from gur bands, 
And bids us not delight in Roman blood, 

Unprofitabiy ſhed : what men could do, 

Is done already : heav*n and earth will witneſs, 

If Rome wuſt fall, that we are innocent, 

S-mp. This ſmooth diſcourſe, and mild behaviour of 
Conceal a traitor — ſomething whiſpers me 
All is not right Cato, beware of Luctiu:, 

| | = | [ Afide to Cato, 

Cato, Let us appear nat raſh nor diffident; 
Immod'rate valour ſwells into a fault; 

And fear admitted into public councils, 
Betrays like trezſon, Let us ſhun em both, 
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Tathers, 1 cannot fee that our affairs 
Arc gtovn thus defp*rate, we have bulwarks round us : 
Within our walls are troops enur d to toll 
In Afric's neat, and ſeaſon'd to the fun ; 
Numidia's ſpacious kingdom lics behind us, 
Ready to riſe at its young princes call, 
While there is hope do not diſtruſt the gods: 
But wait at leaſt till Cz/ar's near approach 
Force us to yield. Twill never be too late 
To ſue for chains, and own a conqueror. 
Why mould Rome fall a moment ere her tim*: ? 
No, let us draw her term of freedom out 
To its full length, and ſpin it to the laſt, 
5 ſhall we gain ſtill one day's liberty; 
And let me periſh, but in Cato's judgment, 
A day, an hour of virtuous liberty, | 
Is worth a whole <ternity in bondage. 
Enter Marcus. 

Marc. Fathers, this moment, as { watch'd the gate, 
Lodg'd on my poſt, à herald is arriv'd | 
From Caeſar's camp, and with him comes old Decius, 
The Koman knight; he carrics in his looks 
| Impattence, and demands to ſpeak with Cato. 

Cate. By your permiſſion, tathers, bid him enter, 

5 | [ Exit Marcus, 

Decius was ance my friend, but cher proſpects 
Have loos'd thoſe tics, and bound him faft to Carer, 
His meſſage may determine our reſolves, 


SCENE: II. 


; | Decius, Cato. 

Dec. Caeſar ſends health to Caro --— 

Cate. Could ke ferd it 
To Ca- flaughter'd friends, it would be welcome. 

Are not your orders to addreſs the ſenate ? 

Dec: My bufineſs is with Cate Cagſar ſees. | 
The fraits to which you're driven; and, #5 he knows 
(ate aigh worth, is anxious for your like 

Catz, My life is grafted on the fate of Rome : : 
Would ne ſave Cao Bid him ſpare his country, 

Lell your dictator this: aud tell him, Caro | 
|; | Diſdains 
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Diſdains a life, which he has power to offer, 
Dec. Rome and her ſenators ſubmit to Caeſa : 
Her gen'tals and. her conſuls are no more, 
Who check'd his conqueſts, and deny d his triump 
Why will not Cato be this Caeſar's friend ? 
Cato, Thoſe very reaſons thou haſt urg d, forbid 4. 
Dec. Cato, I've orders to expoſtulate, 
And reaſon with you, as from friend to friend; 
Think on the ftorm that gathers o'er your head, 
And threatens ev*ry hour to burſt upon it; 
Still may you ſtand high in your country's honours ; 
Do but comply, and make your peace with Car, 
Rome will rejoice, and caſt its eyes on Caro, 
As on the ſecond of mankind. by 
Cato. No more: 1 
I mult not think of life on ſuch conditions. 
Dec. Cacſar is well acquainted with your vi;tucs, 
And therefore ſets this value on your lite :; 
Let him but know the price of Cato friendſhip, 
Aud name your terms. 
Lato. Bid him diſband his legions, 
Reſtore the commonwealth to liberty, 
Submit his actions to the public cenſure, 
And ftand the judgment of a Ryman ſenate ; 
Bid bim do this, and Cato is his friend. 
Hec. Cato, the world talks loudly of your wiſdom 
Cato. Nay more, tho? Caio's voice was ne'er employ d 
To czar the guilty, and to varniſh crimes, 
Myfelf will mount the roftrum in his favour, 
And ftrive to get his pardon from the people. 
Dec. A frile, like this, becomes a conqueror, 
Cato. Decius, a ſtile like this, becomes 4 Roman. 
Dec. What is a Reman, that is Caeſar's foe? 
Cato. Greater than Carfar ; He's a friend to virtue. 
Dec. Contider, Cale, you're in Utica, | 
And at the head of your own little ſenate ; 
You don't now thunder in the capitol, 
With all the mouths of Rome to ſecond you. | 
Cats. Let him confider that, who drives us hither 
'Tis Carfar's ſword has made Rome's ſenate little, 
And thinn*d its ranks.” Alas, thy dzzzled eye 
Bebolds this man in a falſe glaring light, 


WT ict 


Which conqueſt and ſuccceſs have thrown upon him; 

Didſt thou but view him right, thov'dſt fee him black _ 

With murder, treaſon, facrilege, and c:ames, 

That ſtrike my ſoul with horrow but to name 'em. 

| know thou look'ft on me, as on a wretch 

P-fct with ills,- and cover'd with misfortunes: 

But, by the gods | ſwear, millions of worlds 

Suould never buy me to be like that Caeſar, _ 
Dec. Does Caro ſend this anſwer back to Caeſar, 

For all his gen'rous cares and proftcr'd friendſbip ? 
Caro. His cares ſor me are infolent and vain ; 

Preſumptuous man ! the gods take care of Caro, 

Would Caeſar thew the greatneſs of bis foul ! 

Bid him employ his care ſor theſe my friends, 

And make good uſe of bis ill-gotten power, 

By ſheltering men much better than himſelf. 
Dec. Your high unconquer'd heart makes you forget 

Von area man. You ruſh on your deftruction : 

But | have done. When I relate hereafter 

The tale of this unhappy embaſſy, 

All R:me will be in tears. [Exit Decius. 


SCENE III. 


Sempronws,: Lucius, Cato. 

$:mp, Cato, we thank thee. 
The mighty genius of immortal Rome 
Speaks in thy voice, thy ſoul breathes liberty. 
Caeſar will ſurink to hear Che words thou utter'ſt, 
And ſhudder in the midft of all his conqueſts, 

Luc, The ſenate owns its gratitude to Caro, 
Who with fo great a ſoul conſults its ſafety, 
And guards our lives while he neglects his own. 

%:mp. Sempronius gives no thanks on this account; 
Lucius, ſeems fond of life; but what is life? 
is not to ftalk about, and draw freſh air 
From time to time, or gaze upon the ſun ; 
in to be free. When liberty is gone, 
Life grows infipid, and has loft its reliſh,* 
O could my dying hand but lodge a ſword 
in Cazſar's boſom, and revenge my country, 
By heavens I could enjoy the pangs of de:th, 
And {oiile in agony, RE. 
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Luc. Others perhaps, 
May ſerve their country with as warm a zeal, 
Though ?tis nat kindicd into fo much.rage. 
Semp. This ſober conduct is a mighty virtue 
In lukewarm patriots. 
Car, Come! no more, Sempronius. 
All bere are friends to Rome, and to each other. 
Let us not weaken ſtill the weaker fide 
By our diviſions. 5 
Semp. Cate, my reſentments 
Are ſacritic'd to Re l ſtand reprov'd, 
Cato. Fathers, tis time you come to reſolye. 
Luc. Cato, we all got into your opinion, 
Caeſar's b=haviour has convined the ſenate 
We ought to hold it out UN terms arrive. 
Semp. We ought to hold it out till death; but, Ce, 
My private voice is drown'd amidf the ſenate's. 
Cato. Then let us riſe my friends, and ftrive to fill 
This little interval, this pauſe of life, 
(While yet our liberty and fate are doubtful). 
With ceſolution, friendſhip, Roman bravery, 
And all the virtues we can croud into it; 
That heav'n may ſee it ought to be prolong'd. 
Fathers, farewel--— The young Numidian piince 
Comes forward and expects to know our counfe!s, 
{ Excunt Senators, 


0 SCENE IV. 


17 5 Cato, Juba. 

Cato. Juba, the Roman ſenate, has reſalv'd, 
Till time bring better proſpects, ſtill to keep 
The ſword unſheath'd, and turn its edge on Caeſar. 

Fub. The reſolution tits a Roman ſenate. 
But, Cato, lend me for a while thy patience, 
And condeſcend to hear a young man ſpeak. 
My father, when ſome days before his death 
He order'd me to march for Utica, | 
(Alas! I thought not then bis death ſo near!) 
Wiept o'er me, preſt me in his aged arms, 
And, as his priefs gave way, my ſon, ſaid he, 
Whatever fortune ſhall tefal thy father, E 


Be 
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Be Cato's friend; he'll train thee up to great 
And virtuous deeds: do but obſerve. him well. 
Thou'lt ſhun misfortunes, or thoul't learn to beac em. 
Cato. Fuba, thy father was a worthy prince, 
And meritcd,. alas a better fate; 
But heav'n thought otherwiſe. _ 
Fub, My tather's fate: SES 
1n,ſpite of, all the fortitude, that ſhines | 
Before my face, in Cato's great example, 
Subdues my ſoul, and falls my eyes with tears. 
Cato. It is honeſt ſorcaw, and becomes thee, 
Fub. My father drew teſpect from foreign climes :* 
The kings of Afric ſought him for their friend; 
Kings tar remote, that rule, as fame report, ; 
Behind the hidden ſources of the Nils, 
In diſtant worlds, on c' other ſide the ſun ; 
Olt bave their black ambaſſadors,appear'd, 
Loiden with gifts, and fill d the courts-of Zama; 
Cato. .l am.no ſtranget to thy faihei's greatneſs! 
Fub. I would not boaſt the greatneſs. of my father, 
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But point oui new alliances to Cato. 
Had we not better leave this Utica _ 
To arm Numidia in our cauſe, and court 
Ti? aſſiſtance of my father s powerful friends 
Did they know Cato, our remote ſt kinas 
Would pour embattled multitudes about him,; 
Their ſwarthy kofts would derken all our plains, 
Doubling the native horror of the war, | 
And making deith more grim. + 

Cato. And canſt thou think | 
Cato will fly before the ſword of Cæſar ! 
R-iuc'd like Hannibal to ſcek relict 
From court to court, and wander up and doun 
A vagabond in Hfric. 

Fab. Cato, perhaps . 

I'm too officious, but my forward cares 
Would fain preferve a life of ſo-much value. 
My heatt is wounded when I fee ſuch virtuz 
Afflicted by the weight of ſuch misfartunes. 

Cate... Thy nobleneſs of ſoul obliges me, 
But know, Young prince, that valour ſoars above 
Waat the world calls misfortune and affliction. 


* 
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Theſe are not ills; elſe would they never i fall 

On heav'ns tic fav'rites, and the beſt of men: 

T he gods, in bounty, work up ftorms about us, 
That give mankind occaſion th exert 

Their hidden firength, and throw out into practice 
Virtues which ſhun the day, and lie conceal d 

Is the ſmocth ſe-ſons and the calms of life, 

Fub. Im chatm'd ene er thou talk ꝰſt pant for virtue f 
And all my ſoul endeavours at perfection 

Cato. Doſt thou love watch:ings, abftinence, and toil, 
Lauborious viitucs all? Tearn them from Cato: 

Succefs and fortune muſt thou Iran from Cacſar. 

Ju. The beſt good fortune that can fall on Juba, 
The whole ſucceſs, at which my heart aſpires, 
Depends on Cate, 

Cato. What does Juba ſay ? 

Thy wards confound me. 

Tub. I would fain retract them. 

Give 'em me hack again. 1 hey aim'd at nothing. 

Cato. Tell me thy wiſh, young prince; make noi my car 
A ſtranger to thy thoughts, 

Fub, Oh, they're extravagant; 

Still let me hide them, 

Cato, What can Fuba aſk 
That Caro will refuſe ! 

Fub. I fear to name it. 

Maria inherits all her facher's $ virtues, 

Cato, What would thou ſay ? 

Feb. Cato, thou haft a daughter. 

Cate. Adieu, young prince : I would not hear a word 
Should leilen thee in my eſteem: remember 
The hand of fate is over us, and heav'n 
F.xacts ſeverity om all our thoughts: 

1: is not now a time to talk of ought 
Bu chains, or conquett ; liberty or death. Exit. 


. 
Sy phar, Juba, 


Sk. How's this, my prince ! What, cover'd with 


gonfuſion? 
You look as if yon flat. Thilo: ſopher ; 
Had jutt aow chid you, ub, 


Jab. Syphax, I'm undone! 
yyph. I know it well. 

Fab, Cats thinks meanly on me. 
v;ph. And fo will all mankind. 
F4b, Ive open d io him 


„ 


The weakneſs of my ſoul, my love for Marcia. 
. Caro's a proper perſon to entruſt 
A love tail with. 
7u5, Oh, I could pierce my heart, 
My fooliſh heart! Was ever wreich like Fuba / 
yk. Alas, my prince, b.w are you chang'd of late 
I have known young Tuba rife before the ſun, 
To beat the thicket where the tiger flept, - 
Or ſeek the lion in his dreadful haunts : 
Ho did the colour mount into your cheeks, 
When firſt you rous'd bim to the chace ! I've feen you, 
Ey'n in the Lybian dog days, hunt him down, _ 
Then charge him cloſe, provoke him to the rage 
Of fangs and claws, and Roping from your horſe 
Rivet the panting ſavage to the ground. 
Fub. Py ythee no nge 
pl, How would the old king ſmile, 
10 fre you weigh the paws, when tipp'd with gold, 
And throw the 5 {poit about your ſhouiders ! _ 
Jub. Syphax, this old man's talk (though boney flow'd 
In e ry word) would now lofe all its ſweerneis, 
Cars diſpless'd, and Marcia loſt for ever : | 
Ye. Young prince, | yet could give you good al 7ice, 
Marcia tight fill be yours, 
Fub. What ſay'R thou, Syphax ? 
x beav*ns thou turn'ft me all into attention 
Syph, Marcia might till be yout's. 
Jab, As how, dear Syphax ? oy 
h. Tube commands Numiaia's bardy ironpe, 
Nounted on feeds, unus'd to the reitraint | 
O curbs, or bits, and fleeter than the winds : 
Give but the word, we'll ſnarch this dimfel up, 
And bear her off _ 
Fub., Cin fuch difhoneſt thoughts 
Riſe up in man! wouldfil thou ſeduce*my youth 
lo do an act that would deftroy my honour ? 
oft, Gods, I could war my beard to hear you talk ! 
G2 Honour's 
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Honow's a fine imaginary notion, 
That draws in raw and unexperienc'd men 
Io real miſchiefs, while they bunt a mad w. 
* Fub. Would'ſt thou degrade a'ptince intò-a r r 41 
YP. The. boaſted anceſtots of theſe great mer, 
Whoſe virtues you admire, were all ſuch tuffiats 
This dread of nations, this almighty Nome, 185 
That comprehends in her wide empire's bounds 
All under heav'n, was founded on a rape, 
' Your Scipiv's, Carſar's, Pompey's, and your Cat. 
{The gods on earth) are all the ſpurious brood = 
Of violated" maids, of ravith'd Sabines. 
Fub. Syphax, | fear that hoary head of thine 
Abounds too much in our Numidian wiles. 
Syph. Indeed, my prince, you want to know the wor 
You-hsve not read mankind, your youth zdIinizes 
The throws and fwellings of a Rowan foul, 
Caro's bold flights, the extravagance of virtue. 
Jub. If knowledge of the world makes man perfdious, 
May Fuba ever live in ignorance j_ 
| Syph. Go, go, you're young. 
. wh Jub. Gods, muſt I tamely . 

This arrogatice uran ſwer'd ! ow rt 4 traitor, 

A fal ſe old traitor. , vary 4 
Sp. Thave gone too far. l. 
Fub. Cato ſhall know the balenefs of FO four, 

Seel. | muit apptafe this florm, of perith in it. / . 
Young prince, behold thefe Jocks that are grown white 
Beneath a helmet in your fathet*s battles, 

Jub. Thefe locks ſhall ne'er protect thy infoler.ce, 

fh. Muſt one raſh word, th infirmity of age, 

Throw down the merit of my beiter years ? 

Thie the reward of a whole life of fervice! _ 

— Curſc op the boy ! how fieadily he hears me 1 |. 

Fiub. Is it becaufe the throne of my forefathers 

Stihl ſtands unfill'd, and that Numidia's crown 

Hangs doubtful yet, whoſe head ir ſhall encloſe, 

I hou thus preſumeſt to treat thy prince with ſcorn ? 
HA. Why willyourive my heart with fechexpretic 15 

Does not old Syphax follow you'to war! } | 

What are his aims? Why-docs he load with darts 
| His trembling hand, and cruth ! beneath a caſk 


* 
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His wrinkled brows what is it he aſpizes to ? 
it not this? to hed the flaw re nains, 
{4is lat poor ebb of blood in your defence 
Fub. Syphax, No moie ! | would not hear you talk, 
Syyph. Not hear me talk? what then my faith to Fuba, 
My royal maſter's fon is c:ll'd in que ion 15 
My prince may firike me dead, and I'll be dumb: 
But whilſt | live I muft not nold my tongue, 
| And languiſh out old age in his difpleaſure, 
Fub. Thou know'f the way too well into my heart, 
| do believe thee loyal to thy prince. 
Hypü. What greater inftance can | give! l've offer 4 
To do an ation which my foul abbors, 
Aad gain you whom you love at any price, 
Jub. Was this thy motive? I've been too hafty. 
Syph. And tis for this my prince has call d me traitor, 
Fub, Swe thou miftzk'h ; I did not call thee ſo, 
Syph. You did 1:deed, my prince, voucall'dme traitor, 
Nay further, threaten'd you'd complain to Cato. 
*}f. what, my prince, would you complain to Catc P 
That H phax loves you, and would faucritice 
His life, nay more, his honour in your ſervice. 
. 94b. Syphax, I know thou lov'n me: but indeed, 
Thy zeal for Fuba carry'd thee too far. c 
Hunour's a ſacred tie, the law of kings, 
The noble mind's diſtin gu ſhing perfettion. 
{tar aids and frrengthen: virtue where it meets ber, 
And imitates her actions where ſhe is not; 
t ought not to be ſported with. 
Syph. By beiv ns, | 
n raviſh'd when you talk thus, though you chide me 
Alzs, F'v= binherto been us'd to think | 
A blind officious zeal to ſerve my king, 
The ruling principle, that ought to burn 
And quench all others in a ſubject's heart, 
Hap;y the people who preſerve their honour 
by the ſame duties that oblige their prince 
Fub. S phax, thou now begin N to ſpeak thyſelf, 
Numidia's grown a ſcorn among the nations 
Ko: reach of public vows, Our punic faith 
's infamous, and branded to a proverb. 
5/545, We'll join our cares, to purge away 
C3 | Out 
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Our country's crimes, and clear her reputation, 
Syph. Believe me, prince, you make old Syphax weep, 
To hear you talk——but tis with tears of joy, 
If e'er your father's crown adorn your brows, 
Numidia will be bleſt by Cato's lectures. 
Tub. Syphax, thy hand! well mutually forget 
The warmth of youth, and frowardneſs of age, 
Thy prince eſteems thy worth, and loves thy perſon, 
Tf cer the ſcepter comes into my hand, 
Syphax, ſhall ftand the ſecond in my kingdom. 
Syph. Why will you o'erwhelm my age with Kindneſe 
My joy grows kurthenſome, I ſhar't ſupport it. 
Fub. Syphax, farewel. VII hence, and try ic f 
Some bleſt occafion that may ſet thee right 
in Cato's thoughts, I'd rather bave that man 
Approve my deed, than worlds for my admirers. | © x 


Syphax fetus, 0 


Young men foon give, and ſoon forget affront: : 
Old age is flow in both——A falſe old traitor | 
Thoſe words, raſh boy, may chance to coſt thee dr, 
My beart had Rill ſome fooliſh fondneſs for the 
Bui hence! tis gone: | give it to the winds ; 
Caſar, I'm wholly thine. | 


SCENE VI. 
Sypbax, Sempronius. 


Syph. All hail, Szmpremiu: ! 
W-lt, Cata's ſenate is reloiv'd to wait 
The fury of a ſiege before it yields. 
Smp. Syphax, we both were on the verge of {:t- 
Lucius declar'd for peace, and terms were offer'd 
to Cats by a meiſenger from Caeſar. 
$..ould they ſubmit ere our deſigns are ripe, 
We both mult periſh in the common wreck, 
Loſt in the ger1al undiſtinguiſh'd ruin, 

Y. But how ſtands Cate? 

Hemp. Thou haſt ſeen mount Atlas, 
Whilſt ſtorms and tempefts thunder on its brows, 
And oceans break their billous at its feet, 
tt ſtands unmov'd, and glories in its height, 
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Zuch is that haughty man; his tow ring ſoul, 
„Milt all the ſhocks and injuries of fortune, 
Rifcs ſuperior, and looks down on Caejar, 
yyph. But what's this melienger ? 
$:mp. I've practis'd with him, 
And found a means ſo let the victor know 
Tit Syphax and Semprontus are his friends, 
But let me now examine iu my turn: 
Is Fabe fixt? fe, 
ph, 188 but it is to Cato, f 
bes tty'd the force of ev ry reaſon on him, 
goth d and cateſs'd, been angry, ſooth d again, 
Laid ſafety, life, and int'reft in his fight, 
But all are vain, he ſcorns them all for Cato,” | 
den Come, tis no matter, we ſhall do without him, 
He'll make a pretty figure in a triumph, 
And ſerve to trip before the victor's chariot, 
ax, I now may hope thou haft fo ſook 
Thy Juba s cauſe, and wiſheſt Marcia mine. 
pH. May ſhe be thine as faft as thou would'ſt have her, 
S-mp. Syphax, | love that woman ; tho? 1 curſe 
Her and myſelf, yet fpite of me, I love her 
Oy. Make Cats ſure, and give up Utica, 
Cacſar will ne'er refuſe thee ſuch a trifle, 
But are thy troops prepar'd for z revolt ? 
Does the ſedition catch from man to man, 
and run among their ranks ? 
yYemp. All, all is ready, 
The ſactious leaders are our friends, that ſpread 
Murmurs and difcontents among the ſoldiers, 
They count their toilſome marches, long fatigues, 
Unuſual faſtings, aud will bear no more 
Ibis medley of philoſophy and war, 
Within an hour they'll] ftorm the ſenate-houſg. 
ySyph, Mean while I'll draw up my Numidian tro0p3 
With in the ſquare to exerciſe their arms, 
Aud, as I fee occafion, favour thee. 
i laugh to think how your unſhaken Cots 
Wall look aghaft, while unforeſeen dakruftion 
Pour in upon him thus from ey'ry fide, 
da, where our wide Numidian waſtes extend, 
dulden, th' impetuous hurricanes deſcend, 
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Wheel 
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 A:d, ſmother'd in the duſty whirlwind, dies, 


Ar early taught me, by her ſacred force, 


That pants and reaches after diftant good, 
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Wheel thro? th“ air, in circling eddies play, 

Tear up the fand, and ſweep whole plains away. 
Th- helplefs traveller, with mi'd ſurprize, 

Ses the dry defart all arommd him riſe, ; 


| [Ex:cunt, 
S 
A ME--BCENSDE IL 


MAx cs and Poris. 


MARCUS. 


HANKS to my ftars | have not rang'd «bout 
The wilds of life e'te I could find a friend; 
Nature firſt pointed out my Portiaz to me, 


To love thy per ſon, ere I knew thy merit : 
Till what was inſtinct, grew up into fricndſhip, 
Por. Marcus, the friendſhips of the warld are oft 
Conſcd*racies in vice, or leagues of plcaſure ; 
Ours has ſevereſt virtue for its baſis, 
And ſuch a friendſhip ends not but with life. 
Marc. Portius, thou know & my ſoul in all its weakneſs, 
Then pr'ythec ſpare me on its tender fide, 
Indulge me but in love, my other paſſions 
Shall riſe and fall by vii tuc's niceft rules, 

Por. When love's well tim'd, "tis not à fault to love. 
The firong, the brave, the virtuous, and the wiſc, 
Sink in the ſoft captivity together. | 
I would not urge thee to diſmiſs thy paſſion, 

(I know 'twere vain) but to ſuppreſs its force, 
Jill better times mey make it look more graceful. 

Marc. Alas ! thou talk | like one who never feli 

Th' impatient throbs and longings of a ſoul 


A lover does not live by vulgar time: 
Believe me, Portius, in my Lucia's abfcnce, 
Life hangs upon me, and becomes a burden: 
And yet, when 1 behold the charming maid, 
I'm ten times more undone : while hope and fear, 
And grief, and rage, and love, cilc up at ace, 
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2rd with variety of pain diſtract me. 
Por, What can thy Portius do to give thee help ? 
Marc. Portius, thou oft enjoy'ſt the fair one's preſence; 
Then undertake my, cauſe, and ple ad it to her 
Wich all the ſtreugth and heat of cloquence 
carerntt love and ft ĩendſhip can iofpire. ; 
Tell ter thy brother languiſnes to death, 
And fades away, and witkers in bis bloora; 
e he forgets his fleep, ard loaths his food, 
That youth, and'HKealth, and war, are joyleſs to him; , 
De ſeribe his anxious days, and reftlefs nights, 
And all the tarments'that thou ſeeſt me ſuffer. 
Por. Marcus, I beg thet give me not an office 
Tt: - ſuits me to 111, Thou know ft my temper. 
Marc, Wilt thou behold me ſinking in wy woes ? 
And. wilt thou not reach out'a friendly arm, 
To raiſe me from amidit this plunge of ſorrows ? | 
Por. Marcus, thou can'ſt not 1 what Id refuſe, * 
But here believe me, I've a thoufand reaſon ooo 
Marc. I know thovh Tay my paſſion's out of ſeaſon, 
That Cat's great example and misfortunes : 
Should both conſpite to drive it from my thoughts, 
but what's aIMthis to ont that loves lice me 
Wh, Portiut, Portia, from my foul I with 
Thou did'ft but know thyſelf what it 15 to love | 
Then would'f thou piry and aſſiſt thy brother. 
Por, What ſhould Fo! if 1 difcloſe my paffion 
Our feiendſhſp's at an end: if I conceal it, 
The world will call me falfe to a friend and brother. 
[ Afille, 
Marc. But fee where Lucia, at her wanted hour, 
Amigt the cool of von high wonted arch, 
Enjoys the noon thay Prev ! obſerve ber, Portim ! _ 
That face, that ſhape, thoſe eyes, that heav'n of beauty”! 
Ot ſerve her well, and blame me if thou can't, 
. She fees us, and advances 
as r. PH withdraw, | 
we you for a whils, Re member, Porti iii p 
ther's lite depends upon thy tongde. 
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Lucia, Portius. . 
Luc. Did not I fee your brother Marcus hae ? 
Why did he fly the place, and ſhun my pteſence ? 
Por, Oh, Lucia, Language is too faint io ſhew 
His rage of love: it preys upon his life; 
He pines, de kckens, he deſpairs, be dies: 
iii paſſions and his virtucs lie confus'd, 
And :nix'd together in ſo wild a tumult, 
That the old man is quite disfigur'd in him : 
Heav'ns ! would one think twere poſſible for love 
To make tuch ravage in a noble foul! , 
Oh, Lucia, I'm diftireſt ; my heart bleeds for him: 
Ev'n now, while thus 1 ftand blcft in chy preſence, 
A ſacred damp grief comes o er my thoughts, 
And I'm unhappy, tho? thou ſmil ft upon me. 
Luc, How wilt thou guaid thy;bonour, in the ſbock 
Of love and friendſhip ! think betimes, my Portia, 
Think how the nuptial tie, that might enſure 
Our mutual bliſs, would raife io ſuch a. height 
Thy brother's grief, as might, perhaps, deſtroy him. 
Per, Alas, poor youth ! what doſt thou think, ny 
Lucia . 
His gen' tous, open, and undeſigning heart 
Hes begg'd his rival 10 ſolicit for him. 
Then do not firike bim dead with a denial, 
But hold him up in life, and cheer his foul 
| With the faint glimm'ring of a rloubtful hope: 
| | Perhaps when we have paſs'd theſe gloomy hours, 
And weather'd out the florm that hangs upon us 
Luc, No, Portiut, no! | fre thy fiſter's tears--—— 
Thy father's anguiſh, and thy krother's death, 
In the purſvit of our ill-fated loves, 
And, Porrius, here I ſwcar, to heav'n I ſwear, 
To heav'n and all the pow'r that judge mankind, 
Never to mix my plightcd hands with thine, 
While ſuch a cloud of miſchiefs hangs about us, 
Kur to forget our loves, and drive thee out 
From all my thoughte, a5 far-——as | am able. | 
Por, What bafi thou ſaid ! I'm thander-ftiuck-=rcch 
, 0 
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Thoſe hafty words, or I am loft for ever. 
Luc. Has not the vow already paſt my lips ? 
The gods have heard it, and tis ſeal'd in beav'n, 
May all the vengeance that was ever pout c 
On petjut d heads o erwhelm me, if I break it! 
ene Aber a pauſe 
Por. Fix'd in aftonifhment. I gaze upon thee ; 
Like ont juſt blaſted by a ſttoke from heav'n, 
Who pants for breath, and ftiffens, yet alive, 
In dreadful looks, a monument of wrath ! 
Luc. At length Pve acted my fevereft pait, 
feel the woman e in upon me, 
And melt about my heart ! my tears will flow, 
But, oh, ll think no more ! the hand of fate 
Has torn thee from me, and | muft forget thee, 
Por. Hard-hearted, crucl maid! 
Luc. Oh ſtop thoſe ſounds, 

Thoſe killing ſdunds 1 Why doſt thou frown upon me? 

My blood runs cold, my Keart forgets to heave 275 

And life itſelf goes out at thy diſpleaſure, 

The gods forbid us to indulge our loves. | 

But, oh ! 1 cannot bear thy hate, and live — 

Por. Talk not of love, thou never knew & its force. 5 

Vve been deluded, led into à dream | 

Of taney'd bliſs. O, Lucia, cruel maid ! 

Thy dreadful vow, loaden with death, flill ſounds 

In my ftunn'd ears. What ſhall i fay or do? 

Quick, let us part ! perdition's in thy prefence, 

And horror dwells about thee ba, he faints! \ 
Wretch that I am ! what has my :r-ſthnefs done! | 
Lucia, thou injur'd innocence ! thou beſt 
And lovelieſt of thy ſex! awake my Lucia, 

Or Poriiur ruſhes on his ſu ord to join thce. | 

er imprecitions reach not to the tomb 

They but not out ſociety in death 
But, bad! ſhe moves life wanders up and down _ 
Through all ber face, and lights up ev ty charm, | 

Luc. O, Portiur, was this well! to frown on her 
That lives upon thy ſmiles ! to call in dbubr 7 
The faith of one expiring at thy fect, | 
—— [hat loves thee more than ver woman lov'd 
w— tat do I fay ? My half-r:covcr'd fenfe 
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Forget 
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Forgets the vow in, which,my ſoul is. bound. 
D-<ftruttion andy het w ixt 70 we muſt 3 
Por. Name Leah | word, my Felghted thought run 
back, s 
And ftartle intq 1 adneſs at the N g | 
Luc. What wouldft thou tave me do? Confider wel 
The train of ills our 1 ve would draw. behind it. 
Think,* Portius, think, thou ſceſt thy. dying brother 
Stabb'd at his heart, all baſmeat'd with blood, 

Storming at heav'n and thee !; thy. awful fire: 

Sternly demands.the cauſe, th' accurs'd:cauſe, 

That robs him of His ſon ! poor. Marcia trembles, 

Then tears her hair, and, frantic. in ber griefs, 

Calls out on Lucia! what could Lucia anſwer 

Or how ftand up in ſuch a ſcene of ſorrow ?. 

Por. To my confuſion and eternal. grief, 

I muſt approve the ſentence that, deftroys me. 

The mift that hung about my mind cleaFup ;. 

And now, athwatt the tertots that.thy vow 

Has planted round ihee, thou appear'ſt more fair, 

More amiable, and riſeſt in thy charms, 

Lovelieft of women ! heav'n is in thy ſoul, 

Beauty and virtue ſhine fot᷑ ever round thee, . 

Bright'ning each other | thou art all div ine: 

Luc. Poriius, no more thy words ſhoot thro! my beat, 

Melt my reſolves, apd turn me all to love, 

Why are thoſe tears. af fondneſs in thy eyes 

Why hbeaves thy Nan why ſwells thy ſoul with ſor:o? - 

It ſoftens, me oo much — fatewel, my Portivs, 

Fare wel, tho death is in tbe word.;z for- ever 
Por. Stay, Lucia, ſtay! what doſt thou fay ? For cv! 
Luc. Have I not ſworn? if, Portius, thy ſucceſs 

Muſt tbrow thy brother on bis fate, facewel, . 

Oh, how (hall ! repeat the word — for- evet! 

Por. Thus, e o'er the dying lamp th; unfteady fame 

Hangs aw ring ring on the point, leaps.off by fits, 

And falls again, ay loth o qu 11 its hold: 

Thou muſt nat go, my foul fi rd o'er * 

And can't get ſooſe. 148 U. 

Luc. If the firm Portius hake | 


: To hear of paxting, think what Lucia Tuffers ! 


Por. 'Tis & true, unruffled and ſerene Ive met 
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common bub hee ren 
2 an unlock d- for e e fall nme, 
It beats down all my ſtrength. 4 gannotbear t. 
We mult not, part Don ec „en bn 1 ak hon, 
Luc.' What doſhthau ſay. ?' 9k part? 5 201 
Haſt thou forgot the vom that 1 bave FL " "LISTER 
Are tharę not HAN N, and gods, and thunder oer us? 
u ſce, Uu bretbet, Marcus bendstthis way! 
1 fickgn. at the ſigbf, Once more, farewell!“ 
Farewcl, and pow. thqu wrong $ ms, aitahou; think'f 
Ever was love, or ever griek, like mine. LE Kite 


SiC ME UL 
OL 201, e Mcùs, Portiug - 010 
Mine: Porttur; what apes? how Rants che“ Am 
doom d 3 oat” to 
To liſe or ge 9554 29. eee web 4h tk wy 

Per. What would H tbhoh have me Ny? ' 

Marc, What medtis'this ee ? thou rere 
Like one h dA, terrify'd. 3 

Por. Le reafoh. W 

' Merc, Thy don caſt locksh and thy d order'd Goh 
Tek ne wiy fate. aſk not the fucceſs 
My cauſe has found; * 93 © 

Per, Im (ev att ebartoo,. tg 

Marc. What ; db the Varbatous mid infuttey bean, 
My achint heft; andirivin pk in my pains * 
| That I could · Ef her om dh "thouguts for ever? 

Por, Away, you re o Piciaus 1 in your griefs ; 7 
Lucia, though, ſworn never tq think of love, 
Compaſſtonztes y yur paigs,, and pitics you ! 

Marc, Comp Manaies m pains, and pities me! 
WMW bat is com — ben atis Cell f lovE IT 1 

Fool that I Wa of: fc fo cold.z | r 
16 urge my Gatſo kompaſtionates my ntl * 
Per yihee what art, what rhet'cick didft 1 
To gui thy af bool ! ſhe p irfes rae 
10 one that ils the warm "tn of que, | 

Compaſſion 8 oftitiry , Itis feotn;, AW. a Was 

Por, Marcus no mygre? have 2 d this tteatment 

Marc. What have I faid O Portius, 0 forgive me! 
A ſoul eg fate hl ins falls on © 
Fad cry Ming; its friend, itſelf Bu hab! © 

D What 
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What means that ſhout), Sp dee Of war | Þ ; 
W hat new"#atm 2+! - Ii 16 a6? 4b Hoot; ; 
Por. N ſecorid loader yet! 4092, # . ls HW 1 
Swells in the winds, and comes more full Agon tis, 
Marc. Oh, fdr luis g1oridhs eaſt to fall i in ery 
Lucia, thou wry undone nie“ My difdath' 
Has broke my heart; "tis dit mut HE eue } 
Por. Qoichl les a hence; whe ki Wy if C370 unte 
Stands ſure? by Marc am Warmid, my heat 
Leaps at Nannen voice, and burns for'gibry. ns 4 
NL £4) 4211"; 727 10 V0 © (Erd. 
8. C E. NE: Te 
| Enter Sempronius, with the Leeders of the Muir, 


de mp. 105 en vile ind av ot dub ſtorm blows 
lg TW 
Be it your care, wy friends, to keep i it up... 18 
In us full fury, and, direct itight, lu, 
Jill iz bas ſpent. izſglt, on Cate Head. mt -- 
Mean while I'll herd amoyg His friends," and ſeem 


One of the number, that whate er arrive, 


My friends, and fellow ſoldiers May be ſaſe. ! {Exit, 

1 Lead. We all are ſafe, Sempironius is cue Wen, oy 
S:mpronius is as brave a man al Cato. oY 
But-hark ! be enters. . Bear uptholdiy to 408 oY 
Bo ſyre 49u heut un dane, and bind him faft, 

bis day will end qur toals, and gives us re. 
Fear nothing, for Semproyiutes ur frignd.; | = 

„ 8 QED NoEÞr: Ve % 


AH 


Euter Cato, Sempronjus, ' Lueivs, Pottius/*and Wire 


Cato, Where are theſe bold intrepid ſons of war, 
That greatly | ay their backs upon the fog, 
And to theit T&neral fend 4 brave defiance ?, ; 
Semp. ure. on, their Qaſtard, fouls, they hand 150 
Per o dit So 1"2302 4 * ne {Aa 
Cato, erfidious Wen. 15 way you'thus Ge 
Your paſt expleſis, ung & * All your n! 8 
Do you confels, 'twas not, a for Roma, 
Nor love of, . not thi of . honour, .. 
Drap, you, ih far g but hopes to pate the. {poi 
| conquer'd towns, and plupdet d Le, 
bi. 4 with ſuch motives LIES well 1c join 
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Without, 51 r, guilt 7 teh, ty . no. 
Behold my oder to Fx" ry LEG 

And let the Us lnjur'd ſtritze che aw, 

Which of Wy fa{pects thay be & wrong . 

Or thinks he WA Bagh ills than Cate. ?. 

Amid 1910 dfrom.you but by.tgils, 

Superior tolls and heavier weight:ol cangs ? 

Painful Pre: em ingues. ! ode i 

Kmp. By Keay'ay they en, 8 le 3 

Confulon to tne viliaigs,! all N lt, L Ad.. 
Cate. Have vn 8 55 Lid burning Waſte, 

its barren ick. parch'd gartin, ng þiths of 16agdy ,  » 

Its tainted | $0, pd all bra: 5 OH | 

Who was ing iff to,cxpiae the een Ur 

When life was Ma of VIX hep. 0 wot! 

Or, fainzigg in, the, long Jahoyighs mareh... 

When on the banks on nnd — 6-day 

You funzt 4 WEE Würste, 

Who was the Jafl.ipgl.yaus br 555 Waden | 

01-11, 1 ems BFI n by chance pps 3: 4 
Samty 95 N ben you, ſcoog d. i de- . 

Aud ofterd the full belegt up 40, Gato ? | 
Did he not daſh th n oifture com Ji 
5. ne not lead, you th d day ſup, 

And clouds of, 'duft ? (4 not H graphs gion, *S$ © 4 
in the fame fuliry winde, and; ſcorghing 4s abs ? M7 \ 

Cato Ly an eis wen! hence H and complain 

1 Caeſar 
You could not ergo thereiliof-war; 
Nor hear the we $ Pha 3 ar lader bor. 

Luc, Bee, Cato... * dQ unbappy men ! they weep 1 
Fear, and remorſe, 6d.) verow for their crime, 
Appuar ja every look, and plcad far mercy. 

(ate. Learn to be honeſt men, givz Up, your leaders, 

And pardon; ſball deſcand all the 65 1 . | 
Caro, commit theſe wretche: 5 tO MY-CATC, | 
Fin et fem cach be broken on he rack -» 71 
Ther, „ita what lite remain impaled and left 
To wiith= at leifure round the bloody Hale: 
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Throw off the maſk, there are none here but fie 


10 O Xx T: G. 

There lat benrhang, And tant the [outbern wind 

Ite partners of their chm will leaf obtdiencs:, 

When they look ü, aud ſee their fellbw-trajto:3 

* ny for 1 and ear ing in the Ivu. . 

4c. Sempb uff, NU, why wilt thou Urge rte 

Of e ne en 22 * „ 
S-zip, How weuld't thou cleat celine 

Lucius (8004 VVV 

That would imbrüe their hands in Cat?'s blood. 
Cato, Forbeat drt, ſee „ Range death 

But in their deaths fetiember tiney Arc meu, 

Strain not the laws to make their tortures' grievous, 

Lucius, the baſe degen'ratt age requites © 

Severit , and juſt ice iti its rigour £1. 51 

This awes'an'impious, bold, offending world, 

Commands obedience; and gives force td laws. 

When by juſt vengeanre goiſty mortals per iſh, 

Ide gods behold their puniſhment with pleaſure, 

And lay th' uplifted thunderbolrahdet 
S:mp, Cato, I execute thy will with pleaſure. 
Cato. Mean while welfare to liberty, 

Remember, O my friends; the laws, the rigbts, 

The gen ruus plan of po- i deliver's down © 

From age to age, by your fenown?d forefathers, 

(So dearly baught, the price of ſo much blood) 

O let it never periſh in'your' hands? 

But piouſly tranſmit it to your children; © - 

Do thou, great liberty, infpire our ſouls, 

And make our4ives in thy poſſ:flion happy, 

Or our deaths glor ious in thy juſt defenc : 

ee e e em Cato; E., 


1 | | x * , 
DCE N E. VI. 7 
Se mpronius and the Leaders of the Mutiny, 
1 Lead. Semproniut, you have acted Hike youricit, 
One would have thought you had been halt in c K. g 
emp. Villain, ſtand off, baſe grow ling wor thie!s 
| T 
Mongrels in faction, poor faintthearted twrators' 
2 Lead. Nay, now you carry it too far,” Spit 


* 
5 


* 


S:mp. Know, villains, when ſuch ple ſlaves fe! 
Jo mix in teafon, if the plot ſuccec ds. 


U Me 
f 
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They're thrown neglected by: but if it fails, 
They're ſure to die like dogs as you ſhall do. 
Here, take theſe factidus mouſters, drag 'em forth 
To ſudden death. . 
Enter Guards. 
1 | Lead, Nay, dee it comes to this 
S$-mp. Diſpatch em quick, but firſt pluck out cheit 
ton gaes, 
Leſt with their dying breath taey ſow {edition. | 
[Exeunt guards with the leade rr. 


I. 


Syphax and Sempronius. 
%. Our firft defign, my friend has prov'd abortin: 
Still there remains an aſter game to play: 
My troops are mounted; their Numidion ſteeds 
auff up the wind, and long to ſcour the defart: 
Let but Sempronius head us in our flight | 
We'll force the gate where Marcus keeps his guard, 
And hew down all that would oppoſe our paſſage, 
A day will bring us into Caefar's camp. 
$:mp. Confahon ! I have fail'd of half my purpose; 
Marcia, the charming 87arcie's lelt behind 
%. How ? Will S-mprontus turn a woman's ſlave ! 
$:mp, Think not thy friend can ever feel the ſoft 
Unomanly warmth and t=ndernefs of love. 
„ax, I long to claſp that baughty mai, 
And bend her Rtubborn virtue to my patſon ': 
When have gone thus far, I'd caft ber off, 
Yi. Well faid! that's ſpoken likethyfelf, Semproniur, 
Wha binders then, but that thou find her out, 
Ant hure her away by manly force? 
. But how to gain admiſſion? for acceis 
s given to none but Fuba, and ter brothers, 
$4. Thou ſhalt have Juba's dreſs, and Juba's guards: - 
the tors will open her Numidta's prince 
Seems to appear before the ſlaves that zvatch them. | 
dmg. Heav'ns what a thought is ere | Marcia” 8 
my un? 
Hon will my boſom ſwell with anxious joy, 
When | beheld her ftrugpling in my arms, 
Wich glowing beauty, and diſorder'd charms, 
Whilk fear and ar ger, with alternate grace, | | 
D 3 Pam 
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Pant in ber breaſt, and vary in her ſace, 
So Pluto ſeiz d of Preſer pine, convey d 
To hell's tremendous gloom th' affrighted maid. 
There grimly'ſmil'd, pleas d with the beauteous pri- 
Nor envy'd Fove his ſun-ſhine and his ſkies. {+ 11. 


G ³·-A /// 
ACT IV. SCENE 1. 
.Luclia ad MARrci a... 


5 | L "MF & 7s "4 
N tell me, Marcia, tell me from thy ſor]. 


If thou believ'ſ tis poſſible for woman 
o ſuffer greater ills than Lucia ſuffers ? 
Mar. O Lucia, Lucie, might my big ſwoln bes! 
; Vent all its griefs, and give 2 looſe to forrow ; 
| Marcia could anfwer thee in highs, keep pace 
With all thy woes, and count out tear for tear. 
 £.vc. I know thour't doom d alike to be belov'd 
By Fuba, and thy father's friend Semprontu:. 
But which of theſe has power to charm like Ports: ! 
| Mar. Still | muſt beg thee not to name Sempro 
Lucia; I like not that loud boift'rous man; 
Juba to all the brav'ry of a hero 
Adds ſofteſt love and more than female ſweetneſs ; 
Fuba might make the proudeft of our ſex, 
1 Any of woman kind, but Marcia, happy. f 
Luc. And why not, Marcia come you ftrive in v4 
1 Io hide your thoughts from one who knows too well 
The inward glowings of a heart in love. *% 
Mar. While Cato lives, his daughter bas no right 
To love ot hate, but as his choice directs. 
Luc, But ſhould this father give you to Semproniu, / 
Mar. I dare not think be will: but if e mould 
Why wilt thou add to all the griefs I ſuffer 
Imaginary ills, and fancy'd tortures ! . 
I bear the ſound of feet! bey march this way! 
Let us retire, and try if we can drown 25 
Each ſoſter thought in ſenſe of preſent danger; 
When once love pleads admiſſion to our hearts 
(In ſpite of all the virtue we can boaſt) 
The woman that deliberates is loft, [Exeunts 
CI $CENE 
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. 
Enter Sempronius, dreſt'd lila Juba, with Numidian 
ee OY Guards, | 
$:mp. Thedeer is lodg'd, I've track'd her to kercovett, 
Be {ure you mind the word, and when I give it 
Ruſh in at once, and ſeize upon your prey. 
Let not het. ct ĩes ot teats have force to move vou. 
mes How will the young Numidien rave to [ze 
lis miſtreſs tott? If ought could glad my ſoul, 
geyon! th' enjoyment of ſo bright a prize, 
would be to torture that young, gay Barbarian, 
hut hark, what noiſe ! death to my hopes! tis he, 
"fi; Jaba's (elf! where is but one way left 
i muſt be murder'd, and à paſſage cut 
Tito! thofe bis guards—hah, dafturds, do you wemble ! 
Ot att like men, or by yon azure heav n 
" "ICE" Enter Juba. 
Jub What do I fee * Who's this that dares aturp 
The guards and habit of Numidia's prince? 
dem b. One that was born to fcourge arrogance, 
preſumptnous youth. | | 
Fub, What can this mean, Sempronius ! | 
Hemp. My ſword ſhall anfwer thee. Have at thy heart, 
uh Nav, then beware thy own, proud, barbarous 
man.  {Semp. alli. Hit guards ſurrender, 
dem. Curſe on my ſtars! am I then doom 'd to fall 
' By boys hand, disfigur'd in a vile 
Numidian dreſs; and for a worthlefs woman 
Gods, I'm diſtracted ! this is my clofe of life! 
O for a peal of thunder that would make 
Eiith, ſea, and air, and beav'n, and Cato tremble I Dies. 
745, With what a ſpring bis furious ſoul broke looſe, 
And left the limbs ſtill quiv'ring on the ground! 
Hence let us carry off thoſe ſlaves to Cato, 
That we may thereat length untavel all 
This dark defign, this myſtery of fate, 
Th Exit Juba with priſoners, We, 
Sc EN E III. 
Enter Lucia and Marcia. 
Luc, Sure *twas thz claſh of ſwords; my troubled heart 
is ſo caftdown,; and ſunk amidſt its forcows, 
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Tharbeſ of men? O had ] fall'n like bim, 


WRfatevet maid could wiſh, or man admire; : 
Delight of ev'ry eye! when he appear'd, 


Fu. I ſhall run mad 


Job. What means that voice? Did ſiæ not call on 2“ 


44 - © £ o. 


It throbs with fear, and akes at eviry found. 
O., Mercia, ſhould thy brothers for my ſake e 
] dic away with horror at the thought, 

Mar. dee, Lucta, fee?! here's blood! here's (e 

and murder : | 
Hah! 2 Numidtan ! heav'ns preferve-the prince 
The face hes muffled up within the garment, 
Eut hah | death to my fight! a diadem, | 
And purple robes ! O God! tis he, tis be 
Juba, that lovelieſt youth that ever warn 
A virgin's heart; Tuba lies dend before us 

Lac. Now, Marcia, now call up to thy aſſiſtanee 
Thy wonted firength, and conſtancy of mind; 
Thou can'fi not put it to a greater trial, 

Mar. Lucia, look there, and wonder at my patience, 
Have | not cauſe to rave, and beat my breatt, 
To rend my heart with grief, aud run diſtracted 

Luc, What can | think to ſay to give thee comiort ? 

Mar. Talk nat of comtort, tis for lighter ills 
Behold à fight, that ftrikes all comfort dead, 

Enter Juta liſtening. 
! will indulge my forrows, and give way 
To alt the pangs and fury of deſpair, | 
That man, that beſt of men, defery'd it from me. 
Jub. What do | bear ? And was the falſe Senf ronity 


And could have thus been mourn'd, | bad been happy. 
Luc. Here wih l ſtand, companion in thy wars. 

And help thee with my tears; when't behold 

A loſs like thine, I half forgot my own, 

Mar. Tis not in fate to eaſe my tortur'd breaſt. 

This empty world, to me a joy leſs deſart, 

Has nothing left to make poor Moncia happy. 
Jub. I'm on the rack! Was kt ſo neer her heart, 
Mar. O, he was all made up af love au i charms 


A ſecret pleaſure gladd' ned all that faw him ; 
But when ke talk'd, the proude it Roman bluſh'd 
To hear bis virtues, and old age grew wife, 


Mar. O, Yuba ! Pubs! vb 


NA. 
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„ar. Why tio't think on hit he was \he*% $ des! 
He's dead, avid never k ne how much I lov'd him. 
Lane, who know's but his poor tleeding beart, 
andi its agonhies, remember'd Marcia, tic 
And ibe lat words he lter A, called me ctuel ; 
alas, he knewnot; Haple fs ybuth, he knew nom, 
Marcia's u hole foul was full "of love and Ja. 
Jab. Where nn! 46 Flive'!-or am indeed 
Wrat Marcia thinks : all is NA round ie! 
Mar. Ye dear remmins of the moſt loy'd of den 
Nor modeſty mor vinnusbere forbid + 
P laſt embrace,” while tis ooo. 
Fub, See, Murcia, ſee [Throwing himſelf before her, 
The happy Juba lives l. be lives to catch 
That dear embrace, - and to return it too 
With mutual warmth and eagerneſs of love. 
| Mar, With plesſure aud ao e, I ftand tranſported ? 
Sure tis a dream dead and aliye at once 
If thou art Fubs, ho Ves there Þ | 
Fub, A wretch. . 
Diſguis'd like Jab, on a cute d geben. 
Ihe tale ie long. not have I heard it out. 
T ny becher os it all. I could not bert 
To leave thee in the neighbourhedd of death, . 
But flew, in all the haſte of love to tind thee; 
found thee weeping, and conſeis mis once 
Am wrap'd with joy to ſee m Marci's tens. 
Mar, I've been pr iz d in an unguarded hour, 
But muſt not no go back: the love that lay 
Halt ſmothet'd in my bteaſt, has broke thro! all 
Its weak reſtraints, and burns in ics full luſtre. 
{ ::nnot, if | would, conceal it from thee. 
Juli. Pm Jattrin rede; gi ene, love 
Thou charming maid e πα. 1 Vi 2th 15.08 
Mar. And doſt thou tive to alk at? 1 ; 
Fub. This, His bs life indeed lite re th preſerving! 
Such lifeiah, Fobanevet felt tilb no-! {| 
Mar. Believe me, prince, before [ thaupht thee dead 
| Ji! not know my ſelt bow winch | 281 bar. f 
Hub. O fortunate mistake f “ i „ 'F "bf 
Mar, O happy, Marcia." Arat * e 
% My jay gwy beſt belov'd my only wiſh! 
{14 thall 1 fprak dhe tran ſport our foul *: 


a} 


Iv ; i 
Mar. 
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Mar. Lucia, thy atm! O let me reſt pon it; 
The vital blood that hat for ſook my heart, 
? Recurns agaia in ſuch tumultugus-tides, + - -- 
{i quite 0'ercomes. we. Lead to my apartment. — 
O, prince! 1 bliſh to think what L-have: ſaid; . - 
Bur fate has re fed the confeHliga, frame 37 7 | 
Go on, and pro per in the paths ofGhonduric- 
Thy virtug will excuſe my; paſſon for: thee, 
Ard make the gods Propptious IR; ouaylovte. :.. | 
„ Arn Mar: _ "rg 
Tub. I'm fo bleft, © 1. Kar isn rehm 
Fortune, thou now haſt caade antaade 110-18 
| Thy paft unkindneſs, 1 abfelvg na. 
| | Whit tio? Numidia 20 her; pq ten \ 5 - 
| | And plovinces to {well the. vighage traumphys + -Þ 
| 
[ 
' 
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Fuba ill never at his tate rep: „„ 
£ * Layar, "EE: tha world, $eroie' ine. Ea, 
8 CE NWR. AV. , 

(| March at a Dt ances, 24 * 
[| Exter C10; uss. | 
Luc. I ſtand afonifh\d4. what,” dee, 
That {till broke ſarraciſt a the — preg 1 
As with a butrĩcane ot ge tcanſported j 1 92754 9% 
And virtugg.gy h to amadudficron— 205 12 IEP 
Cato, Truſt me, Lauts, 2 1% 95 
Out civil giſeντν haue Pokus duck ly; 
Such manſti ou Hu, I am furpria dat doe. 
"0, Taciut, bw: $0kof this badogortet - 
The day: CO tun grow pkicfubts u me. 
| | Rüter Poxtivs. | ee * 
But fee where 8 comes! mbar meals this habe * 
Why are thy looks thus bang df ita A HT? | 
Por, My heart is grieve, i 1030 bi 
I 9 ſuch ne vn as wilt fit my father. 
Cato. Has Caeſar ſhed mort Konawblogs * 
b. Per. Not ſu t 1 t t „ te Dot Fark A 
The traitor Syplun;> as winhi che laune 7 
He exercts'd bis troops, the tignaligrt n,, 
Flle off at onct with his Num din hotte | 
T5 thelfouth Rate, where Morovs keeps the anc. 
I lav aud call' d Kop him bud lin Waln, 
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He toft bis arm aloft,” 464 N me, , 

He uud not ſra Nad pri like Sm entul. 

Cato. Per fidious men ! but haſte my 12 and flee 

Thy brother Marcus acts à Roman's part. [Ext i Portius, 

Lucius, 1 daa too e rin Upon me : 

uſtice gives W#y to force Pet's a wort 

b Caiſers Cabo having 25 5 N 
Luc. White pridej op ieifich! Pj ales retgn, © 

The world A dene Ther Cars Fretence, ” 

In pity to mankind; 7 to 65 _ "oo 15 Ms 

And reconcile *thy mighty dur t0 fe. 5 an, ESL 
Cato. Would Lucia have me live to ſwell l number 

Of Caeſar's ſlaves, or by '# bife fubmiſfion, 


Give up the canſe of Rome, and own a tytant 
lc. The victor never 5 zin poſe on C 9 


Ungen'rbhterms. His chefues ae «12:11 

The virtues of humarity. ate Cage 7755 and 
Cato, Corſe. on bis vit tues the ve widths 0 Fey 

Sach popular 1 is treat? 

But {ze young Fuba ! he good youth appears en 


Full of the guilt of his pertidious ſub) ets, 
Luc. As bogr prince! bir f fare eſervey ene. 


*1 11 1 Fs I Bike nne eee 


„erz dc ed Jabpe 0. 4 1 „ 
Tub. l bluſh, and See due, 1110 Ste 4 


2cfore thy. preſente, GW 1 eie \ 3 94 
Cato. What's thy Trize? | Wt GB Y 
. Tub, Lm. Nd. ro (9 9002! 14 
Cato. And a brave one —_ | 114 op pes 


Thau han Roman foul,” dat fp 
Fab. Huſt thounot heard ed ans 
Ot my falſe icpunrymen ? l. <= 35146 tit © 
Cato, Maeve princes, Horn 28 frT 
Falſhood.and fraud- ſuoct up in ev 'ry-ſout,'* © Aoki 
The produttofalicrimes—Kow: has its Carers, 
Jab. Lis gen tous this tocomfort the diffreſy'd. 
, Lis zuſbto give applauſe where tis defety'd; 
I virtue, printe, has food the teft of fortune, L 
Life pureſt gold, that, eortor'd aethe dure. 
Comes out more bright, and brings forth #11/its weibt: 1 
45, Wü att k anſwer hed? My ravit'@heatt* 
O':rlows with feeret joy Pdrither Fain 
Thy braiſe, O Cate, han Numidi# empire, 


Re- 
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Have gather'd round it, and. attend it weeping. 05 


1 chouldhzyg bluſh's if Case hadC,:d: 


: Thy life; is ngt thy on, when e it. 


Neenter Fottiusiols uhr 6 
Por. Misforune on Ae gre on. b U 
My brother Marcus. ery 

Cats, ah what hash done? _ 1 TENT 
Has 2 * ſook hip 9 Res giv; $9 Eh I, 
Did he lopk tamel ee n 

Por. Scarce a Ty MN tather,. but tet hin, . 
Borne on in of, af rraying ſoldiers, __ 
Bteattilcſy 3 an 11 znd pet q en withi wards, - 
Long, 4t the ben of bis ee ang friends, 


He flood the ſhock pf 5. 15 hoft of lo, os : 


Till obftipately brave, MM nt on death, 
Oppreft lk W pub © greatly fell- zu 
Cato. im e 5 1 10 50 — » 


Por. Nor id he V 301 101 u ra 
His ſword Ro Ae dh OM falſc heart af Spas, 
Yonder he lies. Ax hgsrxraitor 10 711 
Grin n in in the pang. of 25 , an ite the gramd. 5 
anks to the, gods h my boy has done his duty, 
K when. Lam, Jead,, be ſure you dere 


His urn near mime. .- 
Bar Long may they kee afubder l. "OR 
Luc, 0, Cato, arm thy foul with alt i its W patience ; : 
See where-the corpſe ofethy dead fon approaches ! 
The citizens and dg JYarmids tic im! 


Cato meeting thin c. 4500 

Cato. Welcome, my ſon! here lay bimdown,my bernd, 
Full in my fight, that I may view at Jeifuren 4 . 
The bloody corpſe, and count thoſe gloridus-wonds, 
Ho beautiful is death, when, eaen/d by viftue 
Who would not te that youth? Whatplg is 
That we can die but once to ſetye gun c ,.! 
— Why fits this ſadneſs on ycu hr my friends? 


Secure, und flouriſh d in ci Waren "6, 
ear, bebold thy-brother, and temember 


b. Wazever map like this!!! 1 [df 
Trat, Alps, My iriggds Bun ct 1 ar? 8 IO 
VÞþy mon you thus * nat a peitale les | 
fflict your bearisq 1 Tis Rog: requires gur /tears. 

The miſtreſs of the-world, moe leut pi empire 1 


6 
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Tue nurſe of heroes, the delight of gods, 
That humbled the proud tyrants of the tarth, 
And ſet the nations free, Rome is no more, 
O liberty O virtue! O my country! 
b. Bebold that upright man ! Rome fills his eyes 
Wich tears; that flow d not o'er his own dead fon, { Aue 
Caro. Whate'er the Roman virtue has ſubdu'd, 
The ſun's whole courſe, the day and year are Caeſar's ; 
For him the ſelf-devoted Decii dy d, 
The Fabi fell, and the great Scipios conquer'd : 
Ev'n Pozzpey fought for Caeſar. Oh, my friends | 
How is the toil of fate, the work of ages, 
Th- Roman empire fail'n! O curſt ambition 
Fall'n into Caeſar's hands! Our great forefathers 
Had left him nought to conquer but his country. 
Fub, While Cato lives Caeſar will bluſh to ſee 
Mankind enflav'd, and be aſham'd of empire. 
Ca's, Carſar aſham'd ! has he not ſcen Pharſalig ! 
Luc. Cato, *tis time thou ſave thyſelf and us. 
(Ca. Loſe not a'thought on me, I'm out of danger, 
Hezy'n will not leave me in the victor's hand, 
Cajar ſhall never ſay, I conquer'd Cato. 
But ob, my friends, your ſafety fills my heart 
With anxious thoughts: a thoufand ſecret terrors 
Riſe in my foul : How ſhall | ſave my friends ? 
'Tis now, O Caz/ar, I begin to fear thee, 
Luc, Caefar has mercy, if we aſk it of him, 
Cato, Then afk it, I conjure you! let him know 
Whate'ct was done againſt him, Cate did it, 
Add, if you pleafe, that | requef: it of him, 
That! ell with tears, requeſt ic of him, 
The virtue of my friends may paſs unpuniſh'd. 
Juba, my heart is troubled for thy fake, 
Should 1 44vife thee to regain Namidia, 
Or ſeck the conqueror ?: — 
Tub, If I focſake thee | 
Witt L have life, may heav'n abandon Ju 
Cato. Thy virtuis, prince, If I foreſce atigbt, 
Will one day make thee great; at Rope hereafter, 
Iwill be no crime to have been Cato'nſriend. 
Portius, draw near! my {on thou oft has ſeen 
Thy tice engag'd in a corrupted ſtate, | 
Wreſtling with vice and * : now thou ſee'ſi me 


Spent, 


m_——— - 
—— 22 ů*—³êwd 
. - 


50 & 3:3: & 
Spent, overpow'r'd, deſpairtng ef 'ſaccefs 
ge adviſe thee to 2 0 J'S! 
To thy paternal fear, the Sabine field, 
Where the great Cenſor toil'd with his own Hande, 
And all our frugal anceſtors were fe | 
In humble virtues, and rural life.. 
There live retir'd, pray for the peace of Rome, 
Content thyfelf to be obfcurely good, © 
When vice prevails, and impious men bear ſway, 
The poft of honour is a private tation. 

Por. I hope my father does not recommend 
A life to Poriius, that he ſcorus himfctf, 935 

Caro, Farewel, my friends! if there be any of yo 
Who dare not truft the victor's clemency, 
Know there are thips prepar'd by my command, 
( Their ſails already op ning to the winds) 
That thali convey you to the wiſhꝰ d- for port. 
Is there 2ught elſe, my friends, I can do for you ? 
The conqueror draws near. Once more farcwel ! 
})f c'er we meet hereafter, we thall mect 
In happier climes, and on a fafer ſhore, 
Where Caeſar never ſhall approach us more. 

| [Painting ts h den} (in, 

There the brave youth, with love of virtue fir'd. . 
W ho greatly in his country's cauſe expit dl, 
Shall know be conquer d. The firm patriot there 
! Who made the welfare of mankind his care) 
'iough fill by faction, vice and fortune croſt, 
all find the gen rous labour was not loſt. [ Eacun. 


C ojo 
aA I. 


Caro lat, fining in a theughtful peftart : in his Band 


Plate“ Book on the Immortality of the foul, 
A drawn Sword on the Table by him. 
T muft be ſo . Plato, thou reafon'ft ell 
Elſe whetice this pleaſing + this fond defre, 
Ibis longing; after immortality ? | 
Or whence this ſecret dread, and inward horror, 
Of falling into naught ? Why ſhrinks the ſoul 
Back on herfelF, and mar tles at deſtruction ? 
Lig the Dieiney that ſtits within us: 


'Tis hes n itſelf that points out at an hereafter, 

And intimates. eternity to man. 

Eternity I. thou pleaſmg, dreadful thought 

Through what variety of untry'd bemg, _ | 

| Through what new ſcenes and changes muſt we paſs! 

rue wide, th unbounded proſpect lies before me; 

But ſhadows, clouds, and darkneſs upon it. 

Mere will 1 hold. If there's à power above us, 

(And that there is all nature cries aloud 

Through all her works) be mutt delight in virtue; 
And that which he delights. in, mutt be happy. | 
gut when or where This world was made for Cacſar, 
In weary of conjectures— This maſt end em. 

ILoing his hond on hi ſword. 

Thus am I doubly arm'd: my death and life, 

My bane and antidote are both tefore me 5 

This in a moment brings me to an end; 

But this informs me | thall never die. ; 

The foul, ſecur'd in ber exiftence, ſmiles 

At the drawn dagger, and deties its point, 

The ftars ſhall fade away, the ſun himfelf 

Grow dim with age, and nature link in years, 

But tou hall fouciſh in immortal youth, 

Uahurt amidft, the war of elemente, | 

The wrecks of matter, and the cruſt of worlds, 

What means this beavincſs hat hangs upon we ? 

Tais lethargy that creeps through all my ſenſe? 
Nature oppteſ. d, and harraſs d out with care, 

Sinks down to teſt. This once IM favour ner, 

Thai my awaken'd fout way take her flight, _ _ 
Renew's in all het ſtrengith, and frefs with Ile, 

An off 'r ing fit for heav'n. Let guilt or fear 
Diſturb man's reſt: Cato knows neither of em, 
ludiff'rent in bis choice to ſleep or die. 


Cato, Portius. 
(eto. But hah! how's this my ſon? why this intrufion ? 
Were not my orders that j would be private? 


Why am. | diſobeydꝰ Por. Alas, my father! 
What means this ſword ? this inſtrument of death? 
Let m 2-convey it hence! 1 


(ere. Raſh youth, forbear! . | 5 
End n 3-24 Por. 


— 
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Por, O let the pray'rs, th? intreaties of your f oe 
Their tears, their common danger, wreſt it from 4+: 
Cato. Would'fitkoubciray me? Would ſt thou give inc 
A flave, a captive, into Ca:/ar's hands? 
Retire, and learn obedience to a father, 
Or know, young man | 
Por. Look not thus ſternly on me; 


You know I'd rather die than diſobey you. + 
Cato. *Tis well! again I'm maſter of my ſelt. 


1 


Now, Caeſar, let thy troops beſet our gates 


Ang bar each avenue, thy gath ring fleets 

O'Ferfpread the fe, and ſtop up ev'ry port: 

Cato ſhall open to himſelf a paſſage, 

And mock thy hopes 
Por, O fir, forgive your ſon, 

Whoſe grief hangs heavy on him! O my father ! 

How am I ſure it is not the laſt time 

I e*er hall call you fo ! be not diſpleas' d, 

O be not angry with me whilſt J weep, 1 


And, in the anguiſh of my heart, beſeech you 
To quit the dreadful purpofe of your foul ! 


| Cav, Thou haſt been erer good and dutiful. 
[Embrect ing hin 
Weep not, my ſoo, 211 w in be well again, 
The ri iphteous gods, whom I have ſatght to pleaſe, 
Will fuccour Cats, and preferve his children. 
Por. Your words give comfort to my drooping t 
Cato, Portius, thou may'ft rely upon my conduct; 
Thy faiher will not act what miſbecomes him. 
But go, my fon, and ſee if augbt be wanting 
Among thy father's friends ; fee them embark 4; 
And tell me if the wind and feis befriend them, 
My foul is quite weigh'd down with care, and 2iks 
The fott refreſhment of a moment's ſleep. Exit. 
Por. My thoughts are more at eaſe, my heart t 1tvs, 


SCENE; III. 
8 Portius, Marcia. 665 
Per. O, Marcia, oh! my ſiſter, ftill there's bol 


Our father will not caſt away a liſe 


So needful to us all, and to his country. 

He is retir'd to ret, and feems to cheriſn 
Thoughts full of peace. He has difpatch'd me hcnct 
With orders, that beſpeak a mind compos d. An 
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A:d ud ious for the ſafety of his friends. | 

\/arcia, take care that none difturb his ſlumbers. (Exit, 

Mar. O ye immortal powers, that guard the juſt, 

Watch round his couch, and ſoften his repoſe, 

Banith his ſorrows, and becaim his ſoul 

With eaſy dreams; remember all his virtues ! _ 

And ſhew mankind that. goodneſs i is your care. 


r . 
Lucia, Marcia. 


Luc, Where is you father, Marcia ? Where is Cats ? 

Mar. Lucia, {peak low, he is retir d to reſt, 

Lucia, I feel a ha dawning bene | | 
Riſę on my ſoul. We ſhall be happy Rill, 

Lac. Alas, L tremble when I think of Cato, 
lu every view, in every thought I tremble ! 

Cato is ſtern and awful as a god; 

He knows not how to wink at human frailty, 
Or pardon weakneſs that he never felt. k 

2 Tho ftern and awful to the foes of Rome, 

He is 21] goodneſs, Lucia, always mild, 
Compaſſionate aud gentle to his friends. 
Fiid with domeftick tenderneſs, the beſt, 
The kindeft father I have ever found him, 
Eaſy and good, and bo unteous to my wiſhes, 

Luc, 'Tis his conſent alone can make us blen. 
Marcia, we both ate equally involy'd 1 
In the ſame intricate, perplex'd difieſs, 
Ine cruel hand of fate that bas deftroy'd {3-79 
Thy brother Marcus, whom we both tamentoo_ 

Mar, And ever ſhall lament, unappy yauth! | 

„Tee. Has fet my ſoul at large, and now | ftand- ' 

c of my vow. But who knows Ceatc's thoughts? 
5 bo knows how yet he may difpoſe of Portius, 

Ur how he has determin'd of chyſelt? 
Mar. Let him but live, commit the reſt to heav 9. 
Enter Lucius. 

Luc, Sweet ate the flumbers of the virtuous man 
O, Marcia, | have ſeen thy godelike father: 
dome po vt inviſible ſupports his ſodl, | 
Aud cats it up in al] its wonted greatneſs, 
gh 11] refreſhing flcep i is fall pon / bim: 
bim firiach's at caſe, his tincy ok... 

Ia 
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He ſmil'd, and cry'd, Cacſar, thou can't not hurt me. 


Portius, thy looks ſpeak ſomewhat of knportance. 
_ Unuſual gladne is iparkling in thy ces. 


My father's friends, inpatient for a paſſage, - 
Accuſe the ling ring winds, a fail arriv'd 


And rouſes the whole nation up to arms. 
Aſſert ber rights, and claim her liberty. 
And let me fly into my father's prefence. Exis. 


Hide all the horrors of thy rquntul tale, 


54 C' A T O. 
In pleafing dreams; as 1 drew near his couch, 


Mor. His mind ill labouis with fome greadful thought, 

Luc. Lucia, why all this grief, thefe floods of f-r; gy 

Dry up thy tears, my child, we all are ſafe | 

While Cato N wil protect us, 
wth 4 ub. 

Fub, Lucius, the horſemen are retun d from ine 
The number, ffrength, and poſture of our foes, 7 
Who now eneamp within 2 thort hour's march. 

On the high point of yon bright eaſtern row'r 

We ͤ ken them from afar, the fetting fun 

Plays on their ſhining arms and burning helmets, 
And covers all the field with gleams of fire. | 

Luc. Marcia, tis time we ſhould awake thy fat-2r, 
Caeſar is hill difpos'd to give us terms, 

And waits at a diſtance till he hears from Care. 
8 Ester Portius. 


What ticding doſt chou bring? Methinks I fee 


Por. As I was haſting to the port, where nov 


From Pom fon, who, through the reales of 5/4: », 
Calls out for vengeance on his father's death, 


Were Cato at their head, once more might Rome 


But hark? whiat means that groin? O give me War, 


Luc. Cai2, amidſt his flumbers, thinks on Xom?, 
And in the wild diforder of his foul | 
Mourns o'er his country, hah + a ſecond groan— 
Heav'n guard us all.— Mar. Alas, tis not the voice 
Of dne who fleeps ! tis agonizing pain, 

'Tis death is in that fonnd 

Por. O fightof woe! 55 
O, Marcia, what we fear'd is come to paſs ! 
Cato is fall'n upon his fr. Lac. O Portis, 


And let us gueſs the teſt. Por, I've tatb'd him up, N 
* an 


And * d him i in his chair, Shay Ls and faint, 
He gaſps for breach, and as his life fio #5 from bim, 
Pemands to fee his friends. His ſervants weeping, 
Goſcquious to his order, bear him hather. 
{The back ſcene opens, and diſcovers Cute, 
Mar. © heavn aſſiſt me in this dreadful hour, | 
To pay the laß fad duties to my father, 


Fab. The ſe are thy triutaphs, thy exploits, O Cara ar 5 
Luc. Now is Rome fall n indeed ! 


Cato brought forward in 4 chair, 
Cato, Here ſet me down 


P:riins, come near me -are my friends embark's ? 
Can any thing be thought of for their ſervice ? 
Whilſt 1 yet live, let me not live in vain, ' 
O, Lucius, art thou here Thou art too good 
Let this our friendſhip live between our child en, 
Make Portins happy in thy daughter Lucia, 
Alas, poor man, he weeps j-= Marcia, m 
O bend me forward ub loves thee, Mz 
A ſenator of Rome, while Rome furviy'd, 
Would not have match d his daughter io a king, 
But Caeſar's arms have thrown down ali diftinction ; : 
Whoever is brave and virtuous, is a Roman, . 
um hk to death when ball I get looſe | 
From this vain world, th abode of guilt and forrow hs 
And yet methiniks a beam of light breaks in 
On my departing foul. Alas, I fear 
I'v: been too haſty, O ye powers that ſearch 
The heart of man, and weigh his iumoſt thoughts, 
If 1 have done amifs, impute it no. —— | 
The beſt may err, but you are good, and Oh! [Dies, 

Luc There fled the greateft Foul that ever warm d 
A -man brraſt; O, (Caro? O, my friend! 
Thy will fall be religiouſly obfery'd. 
But let us bear this awful corpſe to Ca:/ar, 
And lay it in his fight, that it may ſtand 
A irnce betwixt us and the victor's wrathz 
C g /, tho) dead, hall till protect his friends. 

Im hence, let fietoe contending nations know 

What re effects from civil diſcord few, © 
"Is tas that ſbakes our country; with 2)arms, 
And give up Nome a prey to Roman arms, 
Provuccs fraud, and cruelty, and itrife, 
At 109% the guilty world of Car?'s life, LExeunt omnes. 


daughter, | 


rid. 


4  #H'ho would not liften lin young lovers woo * 

But die a maid, yet have the choice of rwo ! 

Ladies arg often cruel to their ca: 

To giv: $a pain, themſelves they puniſh moff, 

Lows cf virginity fhout4 well be weightd ; 

eg n they're canceli d woos in convents made. 

Would you revenge ſuch raſh reſolve; == you may 

Be ſpiteful—aend belteve the thi ng we ſay, 

Ne hate you when you re eaſily Jaid nay. | 

How: needleſs if you know: us, were your fears ! 

Let he have eyes, and beauty will have car, 

Our hearts art form'd as you yourſelve: wwould'chi./:, 

Too proud to g/, 199 humble to refuſe : 

VJ give to merit, and to wealth we ſel! . 

He fighs with m ſucceſs that ſettles u. 

The wozs of wedleck with the joyr be mix «© * 
Tis beft repenting in c coach and fix. | 
Blame not our condudt, fince we but purſue. 

Thaſe lively lelſous we have lrarn'd from you, 

Your breaſt no more the re of beauty warms, 

But wicked wealih ufurps the peru'r of charms : 

hat pains 10 get the gaudy yout! you hate, 

To ſwell in {h.ow, and be à wretch in tate. 

As plays you ogilet, at the ring, you bow ; 
| Kun churclies are no ſanctuaries now : | 

| 'There golden idols all your ro receive, 

'8 | She it no goldeſs that har nought to give. 
| Oh, may once mort the hapjy age appear, 

I ben words were ai, and the thoughts ſincere ; 

Mien gold and grandeur were wnenvy'd things, 

And courts lefs coveted than groues and ſprings. | 

Love then ſhall only mourn when trvik complains, 
Aud ccuſt ancy Feel tranſport in its chains. 

"Sights with jucceſs their own anguiſh tell, 

Aud eyes hall utter what the lips conceal : 

Virtue again ta its bright flation cli mb, 

And bequty fear no enemy bu tines; 

The fair ſhall liſten to dejert alen, 
And ev'ry Lucia. find a Cato'r fore.) 1 
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